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POEMS. 


BLACK  HAWK ; 

A  LEGEND  OF  NEW  HAMPSHIRE. 

A  boy  was  coming  back  from  the  mill 

As  the  sun  was  dipping  down  to  the  west, 

And  the  old  horse  under  him  toiled  up  the  hill 

With  weary  step  to  the  pinnacle's  crest ; 

A  gaunt  black  horse,  tamed  down  by  years, 

With  roughened  coat  and  with  drooping  ears, 

A  broken-down  hack,  though  the  fire  in  his  eye 

Oleamed  yet  at  the  thought  of  the  days  gone  by  ; 

The  days  gone  by  when  the  loud  acclaim 

Of  the  shouting  crowds  hailed  the  Black  Hawk's  name. 

And  never  a  horse  in  the  State  could  beat 

The  time  that  was  marked  by  the  racer's  feet — 

Tie  pet  of  the  children  now,  but  then 

The  boast  and  the  pride  of  bearded  men. 

The  two  had  reached  the  brow  of  the  hill 
That  went  sheer  down,  like  a  waU,  on  the  right 
A  full  two  hundred  feet  into  night, 
And  the  brawling  o'er  rocks  of  an  iHiseen  Hll, 
And  passing  along,  the  boy  caught  sight 
Of  a  strange  sweet  flower  all  blooming  alone 
A  little  way  down  on  the  face  of  the  stone, 
J ust  within  reach,  he  thought,  and  stayed 
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The  horse,  and  leaping  down  lightly,  said  : 
"  Stand  steady,  old  horse,"  then  went  to  the  verge 
Of  the  steep  descent,  where  far  beneath 
The  unseen  stream  was  singing  a  dirge, 
And  the  pines  on  its  banks  seemed  holding  their  breath 
While  weaving  their  needles  into  a  wreath 
Eor  the  brows  of  the  hungry  watcher,  Death. 

He  bent  to  clutch  the  flower,  and  then 
Earth  reeled  before  him,  and  down  he  fell 
Till  the  very  jaws  of  Death  and  Hell 
Gaped  for  him,  and  again  and  again 
The  mountain  echoes  took  up  the  cry 
Wrung  from  his  mortal  agony  ; 
But  half  way  down  grew  a  little  bush 
That  checked  him  awhile  in  his  deadly  rush, 
And  he  clung,  to  it  as  a  drowning  man  clings 
To  whatever  he  clutches,  while  round  him  rings 
In  his  ears  a  voice  from  earth  and  from  air, 
Speaking  despair. 

No  one  was  nigh ;  but  the  old  horse  heard, 

And  with  all  the  sluggish  life-blood  stirred. 

Step  by  step  to  the  perilous  brink. 

With  ears  pricked  forward,  and  feet  that  shrink, 

He  pressed,  till  his  nostrils  grew  all  a-fire 

With  his  master's  danger,  his  own  desire, 

And  he  wheeled,  as  the  clouds  in  the  whirlwind  wheel. 

And  the  stones  at  the  dint  of  his  thundering  heel 

Were  all  aflame 

As  the  racer  came 
At  the  full  free  stretch  of  the  horse's  speed 
To  ask  for  aid  for  his  master's  need. 

Gone  were  the  years  of  the  old  horse,  gone 

The  stiffened  muscles,  the  sliortened  breath. 
And  he  lived  in  the  days  of  his  youth,  as  on 

The  black  racer  raced  with  the  white  horse.  Death ; 
The  gaunt  old  muscles  stood  out  like  ropes 

Of  a  vessel  when  winds  are  blowing  free, 
And  the  breath  came  short  and  quick,  like  the  hopes 

Of  those  who  are  chased  hy  tlie  roaring  sea. 
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And  under  the  dint 
Of  his  armed  heel 
Flint  after  flint 
Answered  steel  after  steel ; 
Stride  after  stride  was  left  behind, 
As  the  dust  is  swallowed  up  by  the  wind, 
In  the  speed  of  the  well-iemembered  rush — 
While  Death  was  toiling  away  at  the  bush, 
And  the  bush  was  giving  slowly. 
Above  its  roots  the  clay 
Cracked,  and  dropped  away 
A  handful  here,  a  morsel  there — 
Slowly  but  surely  came  despair 
To  him  who  was  hanging  in  middle  air. 

The  great  pines  vanished  in  misty  shades. 
The  valleys  swirled  into  shadowy  glades. 
The  mountain  steeps  were  billowy  deeps 
That  he  tore  over,  plunged  beneath,  rose  on  again, 
Till  there  lay  before  him  the  cloudy  plain 
That  led,  long-stretched,  to  his  home. 
Oh  waiting  home,  oh  fireside  light, 
What  message  shall  reach  you  at  dead  of  night. 
When  the  black  and  the  white  horses  come  ? 

That  night,  as  a  man  was  shutting  the  gate, 
There  darted  past  him  a  cloudy  fate 
With  a  whirl  and  a  rush  of  resistless  might. 
And  breathing  from  eyes  and  nostrils  a  light 

That  seemed  like  a  gleam 

Of  fiery  steam. 
And  he  heard  the  thunder  of  flying  feet. 

Swift  and  fleet. 

Meet  and  beat. 

Advance  and  retreat 

On  the  echoing  street 
As  a  meteor  rushes  through  moonless  skies ; 

Before  it  a  fiery  vapor  flies, 

And  the  earth  replies 
To  the  noise  of  its  fall,  while  behind  it  lies 

Darkness  and  silence  that  tremble  still 

Over  black  valley  and  blacker  hill — 
But  the  bush  was  giving  slowly. 
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On,  in  tlie  race  for  life  or  death  ! 
Never,  old  racer,  was  such  a  prize 
Held  out  before  thine  eager  eyes 

In  the  pride  of  thy  youth,  when  the  lungs  were  strongs 
And  the  muscles  firm  as  thou  sped'st  along 
With  heaving  flanks  and  with  labored  breath, 
At  the  will  of  a  jockey  :  now  thou  art  free, 
No  weight  on  thy  saddle,  no  curb  on  thy  rein  ; 
No  bit  in  thy  mouth,  and  before  thee  the  plain ; 
Yet  age  and  work  can  wear  out  the  best. 
And  thou,  black  racer,  should'st  surely  have  rest. 
A  rest,  old  racer,  a  rest  for  thee 
When  the  winning  post  is  the  bush,  in  thy  mind. 
And  thou  knowest  the  White  Horse  close  behind, 
While  the  roots  are  giving  slowly  ! 

The  fence  was  high,  and  the  farm-yard  gate 
"^as  closed  and  fastened ;  no  entrance  there. 
Old  horse  !  with  all  your  speed  you  are  late  ; 
The  White  Horse  will  win  the  race,  and  then 
At  the  farm  will  be  tears  of  women  and  men, 
At  the  bush  one  dying  prayer. 
Did  he  speed  like  this  to  be  balked  at  last  ? 
With  a  rush  and  a  bound  the  gate  is  passed. 
And  up  at  the  front  door  he  whinnies  and  neighs. 
Strikes  with  his  hoof,  and  all  but  says : 
"  Help  all  things  human,  help  all  things  holy, 
Eor  my  master  is  clinging  in  middle  air 
There,  where  he  sought  a  flower ; — there  I 
And  the  bush  is  giving  slowly." 

A  moment's  flurry, 

A  moment's  hurry ; 
Then,  as  he  saw  they  would  follow,  he  turned, 

And  over  the  gate  again ; 
Then  waited  until  they  got  nigh,  and  then 
Over  the  plain  that  his  swift  heels  spurned, 
On  to  the  master  for  whom  he  yearned. 
Past  white  farm-houses  wrapt  up  in  sleep, 
Past  grain-fields  waving  like  ocean's  surge, 
I*ast  great  pines  singing  a  low,  soft  dirge. 

Over  rocky  steep. 

Into  valleys  deep, 
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And  up  again,  up  again,  pressing  on, 
The  staunch  old  horse  loomed  out,  and  was  gone 
Like  a  flash  of  black  lightning,  and  after  him  came 
Those  he  had  summoned,  with  eyes  aflame 

With  a  horrible  fear  and  dread ; 
And  by  them,  and  running  side  by  side. 
Came  the  great  White  Horse  with  a  racing  stride, 

But  the  black  horse  kept  ahead. 
Swift  hft 
Fleet  feet 

Gain  new  strength  with  each  quick-drawn  breath, 
**  Is  it  you  behind  me  ?  behind  me,  Death  ? 

Ha  ha !  ha  ha  ! 

I  could  scent  the  war 
And  the  battle  between  us  from  afar ! 
And  now,  White  Horse,  put  yourself  to  your  speedy 
Now  match  you  against  the  worn-out  hack, 
Till,  foiled  and  beaten,  you  turn  your  back, 
For  my  boy  shall  have  help  at  his  utmost  need, 

Though  the  bush  be  giving  slowly." 

Out  of  the  very  jaws  of  the  grave 
They  drew  him  up  with  an  anxious  care  ; 
Beneath  him  he  heard  the  waters  rave, 
Out  of  the  blackness,  and  up  above 
Eang  shouts  of  encouragement  and  love, 
And  once  as  he  rose,  with  a  moaning  cry, 
The  great  white  owl  flitted  swiftly  by , 
Till  all  things  mingled  as  in  a  dream  ; 
And  then  on  a  sudden  a  torch's  gleam, 
And  the  solid  earth  beneath  him,  and  then 
The  kisses  of  women  and  clasp  of  men ; 
Yet  he  heeded  them  not,  but  bowed  his  head 
In  a  passion  of  tears,  for  before  him  lay 
He  that  had  given  him  back  to  the  day, 
The  old  black  racer — dead ! 
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Ah  me!  my  thoughts  are  very  sad,  and  sable  winged  woe 
Broods  like  a  nightmare  on  my  heart,  and  bids  my  sorrows  flow, 
All  day  I  seek  their  forms  in  vain,  and  in  the  silent  night 
I  mourn  the  friends  that  never  changed,  now  hidden  from  my  sight. 

Can  the  dead  praise  Thee  in  the  grave?    The  sleepers  in  the  tomb? 
What  hymns  come  up  from  those  who  dwell  within  the  nether  gloom? 
Now  earth  that  holds  in  dark  embrace  that  grim  and  solemn  crowd. 
Lies  glittering  ghastly  herself,  wrapt  in  her  snowy  shroud ; 

A  corpse  laid  out  before  the  Heavens — all  cold,  all  calm,  all  still ; 
Her  million  veins  no  longer  throb  through  valley  and  down  hill ; 
The  waves  that  laughed  to  meet  the  sun,  in  icy  death  reposed, 
Oleam  like  the  light  in  dead  men's  eyes  before  the  lids  be  closed. 

The  birds  are  mute ;  the  breath  of  Earth,  the  sweet  and  loving  Air 
Is  frozen  to  a  deadly  sleep : — the  woods  stand  gaunt  and  bare ; 
The  flowers  have  hid  their  tender  heads,  and  whereso'er  I  tread, 
I  seem  beneath  the  crackling  snow  to  trample  on  the  dead. 

Oh  hark  I  upon  the  startled  air  the  new  year's  bells  ring  out 
With  clang  on  clang,  and  peal  on  peal,  a  glad  triumphal  shout : 
Hear  Earth  within  thy  silent  tomb  and  echo  back  the  cry. 
He  will  not  leave  us  in  the  Grave — Where  is  Death's  victory  ?" 

And  even  as  the  bells  clang  out  a  tremor  shakes  the  snow, 
Above,  below,  before,  behind,  are  voices  whispering  low : 
The  hills  and  dales  and  woods  and  streams  are  speaking  to  the  sky. 
He  will  not  leave  us  in  the  Grave —  Wliere  is  Death's  victory  ?" 

They  cease — those  sounds  of  hope  and  faith  die  off'  from  rill  and  plain. 
But  Heaven's  angelic  choirs  take  up  the  never  ending  strain, 
"**  All  glory,  honour,  praise  and  power  to  Him  who  dwells  on  high. 
He  will  not  leave  them  in  the  Grave —  Where  is  Death's  victory  ? 

Ring  out,  ring  out,  oh  happy  bells,  the  glorious  theme  again. 
Our  ovyn  Redeemer  lives  and  icigns  and  we  shall  live  and  reign; 
He  lives — tliongli  erst  Earth  shook  with  awe  to  hear  His  dying  breath. 
And  Death  lies  prostrate  at  His  feet,  for  Love  can  conquer  Death. 
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A  LEGEND  OV  INDIA. 

War !    The  Carnatic  fields  were  rife 

With  rumors  of  war  and  the  golden  glory 
Of  grain-covered  plains,  the  quiet  homes 

Of  simple  peasants  that  hated  strife. 
Must  vanish  before  the  eagle  swoop 

Of  the  foeman;  vanish  in  clouds  of  flame 
Rising  from  ingle-nook  and  stoop, 
From  lowly  valleys,  and  crested  combs 
Of  the  hills,  wherever  the  enemy  came. 

And  nothing  be  left  to  tell  the  story. 

War !  lighted  up  with  the  blazing  roof 
Flaring  its  helpless  appeal  to  the  sky. 
War !  with  its  music  of  rushing  hoof. 
Trampling  down  in  the  victory 

Dead  and  dying. 

Fallen  and  flying. 
And  hurrying  off"  in  a  whirlwind  of  spears. 
With  curses  behind,  and  before  them  jeers. 
Matrons  clutching  their  babes  to  the  breast. 
Old  men  tottering  beneath  their  years. 
And  young  maids,  doves  scarce  out  of  the  nest. 

Sore  of  heart  and  sore  of  feet. 
But  pressing  on  to  the  quick-timed  beat 
Of  the  horseman's  gallop  that  comes  and  goes 
In  the  dreaded  sweep  and  rush  of  the  foes. 

"  As  well  sit  still  and  die," 
Said  the  Councillors ;  "  what  can  worse  befall 
The  man  that  crouches  beneath  a  force 
That  evermore  gains  the  victory 
Than  the  lot  that  cometh  at  length  to  all. 
The  death  that  takes  all  men  in  its  course  ? 
Treat,  oh  King,  with  the  foe. 
Let  the  wide  Carnatic  go ; 
Let  them  plunder  and  slay,  if  it  seems  to  them  best. 
In  the  far-otf  province,  and  leave  us  the  rest." 
Not  so,"  said  the  Shah,  "  not  so." 
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"  Am  I  a  King,  if  a  cry  for  aid 

Should  come  to  me  from  my  people  unheard? 
Am  I  a  man,  if  matron  or  maid 

Should  seek  my  help,  and  my  pulses  unstirred  ? 
War !  if  it  must  be  so,  war ! 

War,  with  its  prospect  of  defeat. 

Of  utter  route  and  calamity, 

And  the  enemy's  Juggernaut  car. 
If  my  people  must  lie  beneath  the  beat 
Of  the  enemy's  squadrons,  what  more  am  I? 

I,  too,  can  die. 
But  ye,  who  have  given  the  counsel  of  brute. 

Shall  be  led  by  a  brute  in  the  day  of  fight ; 
In  the  battle-field  where  he  puts  his  foot 

Shall  be  the  signal  for  stay  or  flight. 
Mark  him  well !   Where  my  elephant  stands 

When  we  come  to  blows  is  the  vanguard  line ; 
My  curse  on  the  cowards  that  stay  their  hands 

While  my  standard  floats  from  the  beast  that  is  mine^ 

First  in  the  foremost  rank  he  stood, 

A  huge  form  towering  above  the  rows 

Of  armed  men  awaiting  the  shock 
Of  the  swift  on-coming  foes. 

As,  in  the  midst  of  ocean  a  rock 

Awaits  the  impotent  rage  of  the  flood 

Of  waters  that  foam  around  his  base. 

Foam  and  attack,  and  retreating  chase 
Their  ebb,  while  the  sky  above  them  smites 
The  snow  of  their  crests,  and  their  emerald  lights 

Till  they  seem  like  waves  of  blood. 
So  did  he  stand,  while  glint  of  steel 

Flashed  around  and  above  and  below 
From  sabre  and  arrow,  and  armed  heel 

Of  coursers  trampling  o'er  friend  and  foe. 
And  ever  the  standard  flew  from  his  back 
Glancing  like  meteor  through  the  rack 
Of  the  war-cloud  deepening  by  his  side; 
Feeling  the  touch  of  his  driver's  hand, 
Hearing  the  quiet  voice  of  command, 

And  heeding  nauglit  beside, 
Till,  in  the  midst  of  a  glancing  rain 
Of  crowding  arrows,  from  oil  his  Heat, 
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Pierced  through  tlie  eye  to  the  very  brain. 
The  driver  fell  at  the  elephant's  feet. 
And  pressing  over  the  wounded  and  slain, 
As  a  torrent  rushes  along  its  course. 
Elephants,  standards,  men,  and  horse. 
Rushed  pell-mell  backward  in  swift  retreat. 
And  close  on  the  heels  of  the  frenzied  rout. 
The  foeman  came  with  exulting  shout, 
Till  the  thunder  of  battle  muttered  and  died 
Away  in  the  distant  country  side, 
Leaving  the  standard  bearer  alone 
With  the  battle-flag  waving  above  his  head, 
As  he  waited  in  vain  for  the  well  know  tone 
Of  the  voice  of  the  dead. 

And  so, 

In  the  midst  of  terror  and  wild  despair 
Casting  behind  a  hurried  glance 
At  the  vengeful  flashing  of  sword  and  lance. 
The  fugitives  saw  the  elephant  stand 

With  the  king's  flag  flying  still  in  the  air. 
And  turned  again  on  the  foe ; 
Drove  them  shattered  and  nerveless  back. 
Pressed  in  their  turn  on  the  enemy's  track 
And  hurled  him  out  of  the  land- 

The  fight  was  over,  the  victory  won. 
And  he  stood  in  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun 
That  turned  the  spearhead  to  burnished  gold. 
And  streamed,  blood-red,  on  each  silken  fold 

Of  the  standard  over  his  head. 
Long  and  doubtful  had  been  the  fight 
As  the  war-waves  surged  and  ebbed  by  his  side. 
But  there  he  had  stood,  as  a  rock  in  the  tide 
Till  they  left  him,  a  misty  form,  in  the  night. 

Keeping  his  watch  o'er  the  dead. 
Friend  and  foe  had  passed  him  by. 
Grim  Defeat,  and  Victory, 
And  now  in  the  gathering  shades  alone 
He  stood  like  a  statue  carved  in  stone. 

All  through  the  solemn  night  he  heard. 
Mingled  with  human  groans  and  cries. 
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The  jackal's  lauglitor,  tlic  ti«rer'8  roar, 
The  snarl  of  the  wolf  as  it  rent  and  tore, 
While,  alx)ve,  the  darkling  rent  of  the  Hkies 
With  sound  of  unseen  wings  was  stirred. 

And  80  day  found  him — the  fiery  rays 

Drank  from  his  sides  the  cool  night  dew, 

Smote  him,  and  parched  him,  and  pierced  liim  through, 
Panned  him  with  flame,  and  housed  liini  witlj  blaze 
Of  torturing  light,  till  the  patient  head 
Drooped  lower  and  lower  over  the  dead, 

And  over  the  reeking  noisome  plain 

Night  came  ghastly  and  ghoul-like  again. 

Thus  passed  three  days ;  but  whenever  they  tried 

To  lead  him  away  from  his  master's  side, 
The  red  light  leaped  to  the  glazing  eye. 
And  the  lifted  trunk  gave  warning  high. 
That  w^here  he  had  stood  he  would  die. 
Then,  as  a  last  resort. 

From  the  driver's  desolate  home  they  brought 

His  little  son,  and  put  in  his  hand 

The  goad,  his  father's  leading  wand. 

Placed  him  on  high  where  the  standard  flew. 

And  bade  him  speak  to  the  beast. 

The  tones  of  a  voice  that  he  knew 
Came  back  in  the  childish  word  of  command. 
And,  as  if  from  a  heavy  dream  released. 
The  elephant  turned  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh, 
And  one,  low,  tremulous,  sobbing  cry. 
Threw  his  trunk  up  and  caressed  the  head 
Of  the  little  driver,  then  turned  away 
From  his  pitiful  watch  by  the  motionless  clay. 
And  saw  in  the  living  the  dead. 

So  in  the  battle  of  life. 

Often  there  falls  at  our  very  side 

Some  loved  and  cherished  one,  friend  and  guide. 

And  we  stand  in  a  helpless  agony. 

Caring  nothing  for  friend  or  foe, 

Nesting  little  who  come  or  go 
In  the  varied  turns  of  the  strife, 

And  heedless  even  of  victoi-y, 
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Till  God  in  his  mercy  f^emh  at  last 
Some  echo  out  of  the  vani.slied  past, 
Some  tone  of  the  voice  that  is  evermore 
Soiiie  little  touch  tliat  recalls  a  hand, 
Out  of  sio-ht  now  in  the  spirit  land, 
And  wakes  up  the  palsied  will. 
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A  NEW  year's  idyl. 

Over  the  snow  the  cold  winds  blow, 

Over  the  enow  the  sleigh  bells  wrangle; 
Blow,  blow  over  the  snow. 

Winds,  while  the  silver  bells  wrangle  and  jangle. 
Over  the  snow  the  sharp  winds  blow, 

But  the  sky  above  us  is  tenderest  blue ; 
The  little  bells  tinkle  as  we  go  ; 

Ring  and  tinkle  for  me  and  for  you — 

Crisp  snow  1  sharp  blow ! 
And  the  merry  chiming  of  silver  bells! 
Quick  footl  Firm  hoof  I 

And  the  gliding  runner  that  rings  and  swells  I 

Rings  and  swells  to  the  joyous  bells. 

With  silvery  voices  above  and  below, 
And  heaven's  blue  for  me  and  for  you, 

Darling !  and  under  us  purest  snow  I 
Life  is  before  us,  sweet  and  bright, 

So  may  our  life  through  the  long  years  be, 
So  cold  that  we  cling  to  each  other,  so  light 

As  the  Heaven  that  smiles  upon  you  and  me, 

Crisp  snow,  echo  sharp  blow, 
And  the  merry  tinkle  of  the  siver  bells  1 

Quick  footl  Firm  hoof! 
And  the  gliding  runner  whose  music  swells ! 

Rings  and  swells  to  our  pulsing  hearts, 

Pulsing  hearts  that  shall  beat  together ; 
Though  Time  may  bring  us  its  aches  and  smarts 

Together,  the  closest  in  coldest  weather 
See !  the  night  is  coming  down  fast. 

And  we  shall  meet  it,  my  love,  we  two, 
With  tenderest  thoughts  of  the  life  that  is  past, 

And  an  outlook  into  the  deep  sky's  blue. 

Crisp  snow !  Sharp  blow ! 
And  the  echo  of  Heaven's  sweet-toned  belle  I 

Quick  feet!    Swift  beat, 
When  Death  breaks  in  on  Life's  golden  spells ! 


THE  SLEIGH  RIDE. 


D^ath !  My  darling  I  look  into  the  night. 

The  Heavens  are  flaming  over  our  heads; 
The  cold  blue  sky  above  us  is  bright 

With  daifodil,  primrose  and  crocus  beds, 
Bright  with  amethyst,  jasper  and  gold, 

Pearl  and  sardonyx,  and  the  stone 
Ruby-red  with  the  Blood  that  was  shed 

To  cleanse,  and  purify,  and  atone. 

Crisp  snow  I  Sharp  blow  1 
Nearer  and  nearer  Heaven's  anthem  swells ! 

If  life  be  a  sleigh-ride  over  the  snow 
It  echoes  the  deathless  Sabbath  bells. 

*  »  ♦  *  »  * 

Diamonds  glance  from  the  branching  pines, 

Diamonds  cover  the  sleeping  vines. 

Diamonds  star  the  skies  above. 

But  brighter  thy  diamond  eyes,  my  love ! 
Sweet  eyes  sparkle  when  blue  skies  darkle. 
When  night  comes  down  with  her  gemmy  crown, 
Ere  the  bridegroom  sun  has  his  race  begun. 
And  sleep  still  fosters  country  and  town. 

Where  are  the  flowers  of  last  year's  spring ! 

"Dead,  love,  dead  in  their  shrouded  bed." 
Where  are  the  birds  that  in  summer  sing, 

"Fled,  love,  fled;  all  fled." 
Nay  I  not  so !    Look  up  as  we  go ! 

Daffodil,  cowslip  and  crocus  bloom 
In  the  heavens  above,  that  smile  on  us,  love. 

And  snowdrops  under  us  brighten  the  gloom. 

Flowery  skies  and  flowery  earth ! 

And  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  by  my  sidet 
The  New  Year  springs  into  happy  birth, 

Pure  and  bright  as  thyself,  my  pride  1 
Have  the  song-birds  vanished  ?    Not  so  1  not  so ! 

They  are  here  in  our  hearts,  and  th^eir  notes  are  heard, 
"  The  spring  is  blushing  e'en  now  o'er  the  snow. 

And  where  shall  we  make  our  nest,  my  bird?" 
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FJowery  skies,  and  diariiond  eyew, 

And  fluttering  dove  clasped  close  to  my  breast! 
Hark !  did  you  hear  the  cushat  coo 

From  yonder  pine  as  we  broke  on  his  rest? 
Sweet  are  the  songs  of  thrush  and  lark 

In  the  summer  time  wlien  all  is  bright, 
But  sweeter  tliat  low  voice  out  of  the  dark 

That  coos  to  liis  sister  down  here  to-night. 

Diamond  eyes,  and  flowery  skies, 

The  garden  of  Heaven  is  red  with  roses ! 

The  mystic  light  of  the  Northern  Night 

Gleams  and  trembles,  and  fluslies  in  posies ! 

Oh  happy  time !  oh  summer  clime 

Though  sharp  frosts  sparkle  above  and  below ! 

And  listen!  listen!  The  New  Year's  chime 

Rings  out  its  promise  as  on  we  go. 
******* 

Over  the  snow  the  cold  winds  blow. 

Over  the  snow  the  sleigh-bells  wrangle. 
Blow !  blow  over  the  snow 

Winds  while  the  silver  bells  wrangle  and  jangle. 
Over  the  snow  our  runners  glide. 

And  the  sky  above  us  is  once  more  blue ; 
The  silver  bells  tinkle — for  whom,  my  bride  ? — 
Ring  and  tinkle  for  me  and  for  you. 
Crisp  snow  1  sharp  blow  1 

And  the  joyous  voices  of  marriage  bells. 
Quick  feet!  swift  beat! 

And  the  gliding  runner  that  rings  and  swells ! 

And  Death  that  breaks  on  Life's  golden  spells, — 
(Nay !  do  not  shrink  and  tremble,  my  love,) — 
Shall  usher  us  in  with  his  marriage  bells 
To  the  better  life  that  awaits  us  above. 
Flowery  skies,  and  diamond  eyes 

Fixed  on  the  Lamb  on  the  Great  White  Throne, 
When  the  Mrd-song  changes  to  angel-hymns, 
And  we  shall  sing  them,  my  love,  my  own! 
Clear,  dear  New  Year, 
That  is  kept  for  us  at  the  close  of  life! 

And  Death  has  no  hint  of  woe  or  fear. 
For  he  joins  us,  never  to  sever,  my  wife  I 
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SUNSET. 

Sweet  love,  come  forth  :  tlie  gentle  air  with  many  a  fond  caress 
Glides  through  the  cedar's  scented  hair,  and  stirs  the  larch  tree's  tress  ; 
The  birds  are  singing  vesper  songs,  and  sparkles  down  the  hill 
The  many-dimpled  laughter  of  the  ever-noisy  rill. 

The  Heavens  are  girt  with  rays  of  fire,  the  clouds  are  red  with  flame. 
O'er  hill  and  dale  and  wood  and  stream  the  splendor  burns  the  same  ; 
But  bright  as  are  the  glorious  beams  that  blaze  along  the  skies 
More  dear  to  me  the  tender  light  that  trembles  in  thine  eyes. 

Draw  nearer,  sweet  one  I    Nearer  still !    The  red  light  dies  away. 
O'er  all  the  chill  struck  earth  there  creeps  a  sad  soft  tinge  of  gray. 
And  one  by  one  the  birds  grow  still,  and  one  by  one  the  trees 
No  longer  whisper  lovingly  unto  the  loving  breeze. 

Oh  see !  the  sun  has  left  the  Heavens  and  sought  his  nightly  tomb. 
The  sky's  deep  blue  grows  deeper  still,  the  earth  grows  dark  with  gloom* 
And  such  as  is  the  sun  to  Heaven,  to  earth  and  storm-tossed  sea. 
My  sun!  my  love!  my  Hfe!  my  all!  such  art  thou,  sweet,  to  me. 

The  lowing  of  the  kine  is  hushed— The  babbling  waterfall 
Booms  like  the  tolling  of  the  bells  above  a  velvet  pall. 
Closer!    There  comes  a  time  when  love  is  powerless  to  save — 
Naught  but  the  perfect  love  of  God  can  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 


TWILIGHT. 

The  Heaven's  high  vault  is  azure  black,  no  cloud,  no  stars,  no  light. 
Nought  save  the  cruel  shadows  of  the  ever  deep'ning  night ; 
The  well-loved  voice  is  hushed,  and  now  there  speaks  instead  with  me;^ 
The  chill  wind  wailing  in  its  flight  across  the  darkened  lea. 

Till  all  my  blood  grows  icy  cold,  and  round  the  bowed  down  head 
Hovers  on  grim  and  ghastly  wings  the  never  dying  dread ; 
The  jealous  fear  that  stills  the  pulse  and  clogs  the  heavy  breath — 
I  see  the  coffin's  bridal  veil,  and  I  fear  my  rival— Death  : 
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For  as  the  dark  night  closes  round  and  all  the  earth  is  hid, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  pattering  earth  upon  the  sounding  lid. 
Father  and  mother — all  are  gone,  and  she  alone  is  left: 
Oh  Heaven!  what  soul  can  fight  life's  war  of  every  hope  bereft, 

E'en  as  I  muse,  before  my  eyes  life's  saddened  mem'ries  fall. 
As  shadows  lengthen  out  and  creep  along  a  fire-lit  wall  : 
He  knows  too  well  the  face  of  Death,  he  hears  too  plain  its  tread 
Whose  every  tie  save  one  frail  hope  is  mouldering  with  the  dead. 

See  on  the  far  horizon  the  Eastern  wave  grows  bright ; 

There  surges  up  a  sea  of  fire  upon  the  loathly  night ; 

And  o'er  the  mighty  vault  above,  and  o'er  the  hills  below, 

The  broad  full  moon  pours  forth  her  beams  like  arrows  from  a  bow. 

Till  all  the  plains  are  bathed  in  light,  and  all  the  sullen  wood 
Stands  forth,  a  garment  ermine  tinged,  beneath  the  silver  flood ; 
And  life  comes  back  to  earth  again  where  at  the  first  calm  rays 
The  cheeping  of  the  lizards  swell  a  harmony  of  praise. 


MOONLIGHT. 

Alone ! — yet  not  alone !  within  are  doubts  and  faithless  fearSj, 
And  thoughts  too  sad  for  utterance,  and  griefs  too  deep  for  tears. 
Her  presence  draws  me  up  to  Heaven  as  with  a  golden  chain. 
And  when  she  leaves  me  all  alone  I  sink  to  Earth  again. 

They  say  God  gives  us  things  to  love — Alas,  He  takes  away — 
His  is  the  hand  that  fashioneth  and  we  are  but  the  clay. 
Are  all  men  else  resigned,  and  I  the  sole  rebellious  one? 
I  too  have  bent  the  head  before,  and  said  "  Thy  will  be  done." 

And  now,  T  bow  the  head  indeed ;  alas,  I  can  but  lx)w. 

But  grief  has  seized  the  bleeding  heart,  and  clouds  the  sullen  brow, 

1  stand  beneath  the  falling  dews  alone,  bereft,  forlorn. 

And  wait  through  all  the  hateful  night  the  scarce  less  hateful  morn. 

. .  .Sweet  calm  is  dreaming  in  the  heavens,  sweet  sleep  enwraps  the  ground,. 
The  moon  in  peaceful  majesty  pursues  ber  endless  round: 
I  seenj  to  hear  from  plain  and  stream,  and  from  the  clouds  above. 
Faint  whispers  of  a  wondrous  tale — words  of  Eternal  Love. 
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Metliiuks  I  heard  them  once  before — tlie  strain  is  not  unknown, 
But  yet  my  heart  forgets  the  words — the  very  notes  have  liown; 
And  still  the  great  moon  slioiits  it  out,  and  still  the  soft  calm  breeze 
Comes  from  the  deep  abyss  of  Heaven,  and  sings  it  to  the  trees. 


STARLIGHT. 

The  moon  has  sunk  beneath  tlie  west,  and  glancing  in  her  stead 
The  bright  Eternal  guards  of  Heaven  are  watching  over  head. 
I  love  the  happy,  happy  stars  that  tremble  in  the  skies — 
All  night  I  w^atch  them  in  the  Heavens,  all  day  time  in  her  eyes. 

And  now  the  strain  comes  sharp  and  clear,  unclogged  by  doubts  and  fears, 
I  hear  the  glorious  symphony  that  swells  throughout  the  spheres. 
My  whole  soul  swells  to  echo  back  the  notes  to  realms  above, 
And  join  all  nature  in  the  hymn  that  tells  that  God  is  love. 

What!  can  a  mother  hate  her  child,  tlie  child  of  smiles  and  tears, 
E'en  though  it  rend  her  loving  heart,  unchanged  through  weary  years  ? 
Yea,  let  a  mother  cease  to  love,  and  nature  leave  her  throne. 
Yet  He  will  not  forget  His  word — nor  God  forsake  His  own. 

His  own !  and  she  is  one  of  His,  so  pure,  so  fair,  so  mild. 
If  e'er  God's  children  tread  the  Earth  she  is  his  loving  child — 
Yea  though  He  tear  my  heart  away,  yet  will  I  love  and  trust, 
He  will  not  leave  me  comfortless — Our  God  is  good  and  just. 


DAWN. 

Night  dreams  along  the  darkened  sky,  and  reigns  in  every  cloud ; 
A  shadow  clasps  the  slumbering  earth,  as  with  a  glossy  shroud ; 
The  streams  are  hushed  and  very  still,  the  flowers  are  all  asleep. 
The  sea-bird  seeks  his  treacherous  couch  and  slumbers  on  the  deep. 

The  very  sea  is  stilled  at  last  and  all  his  troubled  waves 
Sleep,  though  in  dreams  they  sol)  and  wail  above  their  victim's  graves ; 
In  Heaven  and  Earth  is  naught  but  calm,  all  things  have  rest  save  me. 
Me,  in  whose  breast  rage  fiercer  storms  than  lash  the  maddened  ?^ea. 

Yet  as  the  darkness  grows  apace  and  shadows  thicker  fal]. 
From  vanished  star  to  vanished  star  I  hear  the  angles  call ; 
Their-rainbow-tint^d  pinions  flash  athwart  the  dazzled  sight. 
Their  voices  swell  among  the  Heavens  and  wake  the  sullen  night. 
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DAWN. 

«  Let  there  lie  lio-l,t!' 

Light  of  as  oki,  when  the  first  glad  ray 

Beamed  on  a  fiery  and  storm  tossed  day, 

When  the  eartli  lay  clasped  in  the  mist's  eml>race. 

And  the  dark  clouds  covered  lier  troubled  face, 

Under  their  veil  the  hot  seas  boiled 
And  the  griiTj  volcanoes  laboured  and  toiled. 
And  ever  they  went  to  the  Heavens  a  cry, 
The  shriek  of  Earth's  heavy  agony, 
Till  there  echoed  suddenly  through  the  sky — 
'Let  there  be  light f 

'  Itet  there  be  light  I'    How  it  rushed  along 
With  its  mighty  chorus  of  angel  song! 
Speeding  its  way  from  the  throne  above 
On  its  message  of  joy  and  peace  and  love ; 
Fain  were  we  to  have  ushered  it  on, 
But  ere  we  could  bow  our  heads  'twas  gone, 
And  we  saw,  where  naught  that  had  life  had  trod. 
The  clear  sky  burst  on  the  grassy  sod 
That  had  wakened  to  life  at  the  voice  of  God 
*  Let  there  be  light !' 

^  Let  there  be  light  I' 
Light,  as  on  that  immortal  day 
When  the  great  atonement  was  made  for  aye. 
When  the  Holy  veil  was  rent  in  twain. 
And  the  one  true  Paschal  Lamb  was  slain: 
When  the  chain  was  broke  and  the  captive  free. 
And  Death  swallowed  up  in  victory : 
When  the  sun  grew  pale  at  the  awful  sight, 
And  there  came  the  word  through  the  solenm  night 
'  Let  there  be  light !' 

Let  there  be  light — there  comes  a  day 
AViien  the  Kingdoins  of  Earth  shall  pass  away, 
When  some  who  shall  hear  the  angel's  call 
Shall  cry  to  the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall — 
But  another  day  to  the  world  is  sent 
And  those  who  have  siruied  may  yet  rej)ent ! 
Hear,  Sea,  where  thy  dee]*  toutiued  waters  boom  I 
lloiir,  Earth,  that  slccpcst  in  thy  nightly  tomb  1 
(iod's  voice  is  sjK'aking  through  the  gl(.>om  : 
'  Let  there  be  light!' 
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LIGHT. 

Tlie  Eastern  sky  begins  to  blush — tlie  cloudlets  overhead 
Unfurl  a  banner  Heaven-worked  in  lines  of  gold  and  red, 
And,  as  the  day  comes  sweeping  on  and  rolls  away  the  night, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  angel  sing,  "  Let  there  be  light — be  light." 

Above  the  far  horizon  the  sun  hath  risen  at  last, 

And  darkness  vanishes  away  as  when  a  dream  hath  passed ; 

The  forest  rustles  to  his  beams,  the  streams  confess  his  might, 

And  yonder  hills  have  heard  the  words,  "  Let  there  light — be  light." 

But  in  the  middle  of  the  plain  there  towers  up  on  high, 
One  rugged  mountain,  mist-enwrapped,  that  frowns  unto  the  sky; 
And  on  it  droops  one  sad  pale  flower  amid  the  rock  and  stone. 
And  when  it  dies  the  hill  must  stand,  as  erst  it  stood  alone. 

Sad  liill !  that  while  thou  standest  there  hast  neither  love  nor  rest, 
No  laughing  morn  shall  come  to  thee  and  deck  thy  sombre  crest  ; 
No  birds  shall  sing  sweet  songs  for  thee,  but  still  the  chilly  air 
Shall  wail  in  everlasting  notes  of  sorrow  and  despair. 

But  see! — the  mist  is  torn  aside, — the  clouds  are  rolled  away, 
A  peak  shoots  up  in  rajs  of  fire  beneath  the  orb  of  day ; 
The  lark  mounts  o'er  the  sunlit  crag,  and  poised  on  feeble  wing 
Pours  forth  such  notes  of  praise  and  joy  as  angels  love  to  sing. 

'Tis  well — I  knew  the  lesson  when  I  heard  the  angels  call. 
Though  clouds  be  round  about  thy  path  yet  God  is  over  all  ; 
Though  yonder  rock  rise  lone  and  sad  above  the  happy  sod. 
Is  it  alone  when  round  it  moves  an  ever  loving  Grod  ? 

All  night  I  heard  my  rival's  voice — saw  the  funeral  shroud. 
My  soul  was  all  too  weak  to  pierce  beyond  the  gloomy  cloud ; 
But  now  God's  angels  speak  to  me  and  teach  me  Hope  and  Faith, 
And  to  His  love  I  trust  my  love,  nor  fear  my  rival.  Death. 
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*^  WARNINGS." 


"  r  know  a  maid  more  lovely  far 
Than  all  that  else  created  are, 
Fairer  than  ev'ry  fairest  thing, 
Dearer  than  early  flowers  in  spring;*' 

Take  care,  take  care  I 
Fairest  things  are  false  as  fair, 
Victims  of  its  treachery 
Lie  beneath  the  clear  )>liie  sea, 

Oh  flee,  oh  flee. 

Beware  the  look  of  sweet  surprise 
That  flashes  from  those  liquid  eyes. 
Those  lavge  soft  orbs  of  hazel  hue, 
Beware  in  tin>e,  lest  late  you  rue  ; 

Take  cai  e,  take  care  ! 
Fairest  things  are  false  as  fair. 
Turn  the  head,  and  pass  her  by. 
Lightning  lu.ks  in  yonder  eye, 

Oh  fly,  oh  fly. 

The  magic  of  her  gentle  voice 
Bids  all  the  love  torn  heart  rejoice. 
Can  you  not  hear  a  lover's  sigh 
In  each  note  of  the  melody  ? 

Beware  I  beware ! 
Fairest  things  are  false  as  fair : 
Though  the  tones  be  sweet  and  low. 
Well  the  Siren's  song  we  know. 

Oh  go  !  oil  go  ! 

The  silken  lustre  of  her  hair 
Gleams  through  the  soft  and  scented  air. 
But  go  not  near  the  dark  brown  tress, 
Life  is  the  price  of  one  caress  ; 

Beware,  beware  1 
Fairest  things  are  false  as  fair. 
Spider's  webs  have  silken  ray  ; 
Ho  no  fly — make  no  delay, 

Away!  away  I 
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Awav,  or  elae  thou  art  undone, 
If  thou  would'st  live,  begone,  begone. 
Ah  me  I  cannot  shun  the  strife, 
What  without  her  were  longest  life ; 

Be  still,  be  still- 
Let  her  slay  me,  if  she  will ; 
Be  she  false,  yet  what  care  I 
So  that  at  her  feet  I  die, 

I  will  not  fly. 

Fly  !  does  the  storm-tossed  seaman  fly 
His  longed-for  port  when  waves  run  high  ? 
When  Heaven  on  earth  awhile  is  given, 
Say  shall  I  fly  my  earthly  Heaven  ? 

Oh  no  I  oh  no  I 
Though  I  would,  I  could  not  go. 
Though  all  else  should  fickle  prove. 
She  is  true  as  saints  above, 

I  love,  I  love. 
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THE  CORAL  KOCK. 


A  brave  ship  danced  o'er  the  Southern  sea 
With  a  fair  breeze  blowing  nierril}' ; 
For  a  bridal  party,  bright  and  gay 
Were  sailing  home  on  the  wedding  day  : 
But  the  bride,  as  she  gazed  on  the  ocean  wide, 
Clung  closer  awhile  to  her  husband's  side : 
For  naught  is  certain  in  life,  'tis  said. 
And  the  brightest  flowers  are  first  to  fade, 
And  the  bride  may  tremble  and  hold  her  breath 
For  the  ship  is  running  a  race  with  Death. 

Ah  me ! 


One  mile  from  their  death ! — and  they  hurry  along 
With  the  sea  breeze  chanting  a  merry  song  ; 
And  the  bride  in  her  glorious  beauty  and  grace, 
Smiles  as  she  looks  in  her  husband's  face ; 
But  the  day  has  come  and  the  doom  has  spoken 
And  the  golden  tie  shall  be  rudely  broken, 
For  though  winds  are  still  and  waters  deep. 
Underneath  the  sharp  rocks  sleep; 
And  the  lobsters  crawling  along  the  stones 
Know  well  the  crash  of  wave  w^ashed  bones. 

Ah  me ! 


One  inch  from  their  death  ! — but  the  sun  shines  bright 

And  the  blue  sea  leaps  in  the  golden  light. 

Till  his  wavelets,  laughing  aloud  as  they  go, 

Lazily  rise  and  break  into  snow. 

And  the  diamond  spray  from  each  watery  curl 

Leaps  up  to  kiss  the  lovely  girl: 

But  far  beneath  in  the  unstirred  sea 

Tlie  groat  snake  twists  in  his  loathly  glee. 

And  the  skeletons  moved  by  the  eddying  wave 

Rise  to  greet  those  who  liave  come  to  their  grare. 

Ah  mel 
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A  crash,  and  a  shriek,  and  a  sohbing  gasp 
As  his  victims  writhe  in  the  sea-king's  clasp; 
For  rocks  are  sharp  and  waters  are  deep, 
And  the  coral  rises  abrupt  and  steep. 
And  the  ocean  has  lost  his  tinge  of  blue, 
For  tlie  sharks  were  asked  to  the  banquft  too — 
But  death  conies  quickly,  and  sea  and  air 
Have  nothing  to  show  what  has  happened  there, 
Save  where  on  the  laughing  and  dancing  spray 
A  bridal  bonnet  goes  floating  away. 

Ah  me! 
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NIGHT. 

I  stood  on  the  ocean  beach  at  night. 
Waiting  but  dieadlng  the  morning  light, 
Liflt'ning  to  what  the  waters  said, 
List'ning  alone  with  bowed-down  head, 
For  the  voice  they  used  was  the  voice  of  the  dead, 

Far  o'er  the  sea. 

Hearing  upon  the  sounding  strand 
The  plash  of  the  wav^es  fiom  a  distant  land, 
Hearing  the  words  of  the  moaning  main. 
With  the  chill  breeze  wailing  a  low  refrain, 
Till  my  whole  heart  echoed  the  sorrowful  strain. 

Far  o'er  the  sea^. 

Looking  out  in  the  dim  expanse. 
Seeing  the  dark  black  waters  glance, 
Glance,  as  the  shean  of  the  velvet  pall 
That  covered  the  sleeping  dast  of  all 
That  would  long  for  my  voice,  and  would  hear  me  call. 

E'en  o'er  the  sea. 

Sitting  in  darkness,  alone,  and  still, 

With  my  thoughts  that  worked  at  their  own  sad  will. 

Hearing  and  seeing  nothing  but  this — 

The  shade  of  a  never-forgotten  bliss. 

The  sound  of  one  first,  one  only  kiss. 

Far  o'er  the  sea. 

Watching  alone,  for  I  could  not  sleep. 
Praying  that  God  would  grant  me  to  weep. 
Bowing  down  'neath  the  soJouin  sky 
Seeking  for  but  one  little  sigh, 
liut  hearing  naught  but  the  sea-bird's  cry. 

Far  o'er  the  sea. 
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Seeing  clear  through  the  dai'k'ning  night 
(Was  it  my  own  gloom  that  n)aJe  it  bright?) 
Forms  that,  like  clouds  when  teippest  tost, 
Crowded  around,  and  passed  and  crossed, 
Phantoms  of  all  I  had  loved  and  lost. 

Far  o'er  the  saa. 

Seeing  my  own  home's  fires T^e 
Without  my  mothei*,  its  greatest  pride ; 
Looking  oi  .  wii.h  a  duH  de^^pair 
Far  off  to  my  own  land,  and  ml>-  sing  there 
The  sacred  gray  of  my  faihcr's  hai  , 

Ah  me !  Ah  me ! 

Missing  anothe",  my  own,  own  love 
That  none  but  One  alone  could  'emove; 
She,  of  her  w  111,  had  not  left  me  so. 
All  to  myself  in  my  b)ttere3t  woe 
To  sit  by  the  black  sea's  ebb  and  flow. 

Far  o'er  the  sea. 

Seemiog  to  tread  the  fores  I:  glade 

Where  once  (did  I  ever  play  ?)  I  p'ayed. 

But  seeing  a  church  wlih  moss  o  e  grown 

That  casts  its  shade  on  a  welHinown  stone, 

And  throwing  me  down  with  a  he  aii-wrung  moan. 

An  mel  ah  me  I 

Gone!  all  gone!  and  I  see  no  more: 

I  would  weep,     I  could,  that  the  dream  is  o'er. 

Sad  and  so^eiun  though  it  be, 

Yet  it  was  coirpany  to  me. 

But  a  voice  breaks  in  on  my  misery, 

*  Ereak  o'er  the  sea.'* 


D  A  WN  . 

Break  o'er  the  sea!  Break  on  the  night! 
Ever  blessed  and  holy  light; 
Shed  but  one  ray,  but  one  joyous  beam 
Wherever  the  eastern  waters  gleam— 
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But  one  small  ray,  for  tlie  nij^lit  in  dark, 
And  the  ocean  waits  for  the  first  bright  spark; 
Others  are  longing  too  for  thee, 

Break  o'er  the  sea!  Break  o'er  the  seal 

Oh  dawn!  oh  rosy  fingered  dawn! 
Come  up  and  herald  another  morn, 
Come,  till  the  dark  mists  fiy  away ; 
Come  till  the  night  gives  place  to  day ; 
Come  where  the  deep  black  waters  boom ; 
Come  through  the  veil  of  the  sullen  gloom  ; 
All  things  are  longing,  oh  light,  for  thee, 

Break  o'er  the  sea!  Break  o'er  the  sea! 

Oh  day !  oh  happy  day  ! 

Chase  the  gloomy  shadows  away. 

Though  Nature's  slumbers  seem  calm  and  deep 

There  are  those  on  earth  w^ho  cannot  sleep — 

Those  who  in  toil  alone  are  blest — 

Those  who  iu  labor  alone  find  rest. 

Hearts  that  are  breaking  have  need  of  thee ; 

Break  o'er  the  sea!  Break  o'er  the  sea! 

Oh  light !  oh  tender,  tender  light ! 

There  came  a  cry  through  the  live  long  night; 

Wherever  a  mortal  foot  has  trod, 

A  cry  of  woe  to  a  loving  God, 

From  those  who  would  drink  of  the  fabled  wave 

That  gives  forgetfulness  long  as  the  grave. 

Sorrowing  souls  have  need  of  thee, 

Break  o'er  the  sea  !  Break  o'er  the  sea ! 

Oh  waves  that  were  moaning  all  night  long. 
Break  out,  and  join  in  the  angels'  song ; 
Thunder  it  out  with  shock  on  shock 
Into  tlie  ears  of  the  dull  hard  rock; 
Whisper  it  low  tcj  ti»e  far  ofi' strand 
Where  tlie  ripplets  lazily  laugh  on  the  sand, 
Till  earth  shall  echo  from  flower  to  tree 

Break  o'er  the  sea !  Break  o'er  tlie  sea  I 
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Oh  trpe  of  the  Everlanting  Day  1 

Come  from  tlie  East  land  faraway ! 

Tlie  land  wlience  once  came  a  holy  voice 

Bidding  all  mourning  hearts  rejoice; 

Come  and  recall  its  echoes  now, 

Fla><h  on  tlie  darkened  and  sullen  brow, 

Bid  all  doubts  and  all  sorrows  flee. 

Break  o'er  the  seal  Break  o'er  the  .sea  ! 

Oh  sun,  rise  up  from  thy  wat'ry  bed! 
Rise  till  the  shades  of  night  have  fled ! 
Sweep  on,  on  thy  mission,  and  linger  not, 
With  rays  of  love,  on  each  sacred  spot 
Where  He,  the  Pure  One,  for  sinners  bled. 
Where  earth  once  covered  her  Maker's  head — 
He  that  uiade  thee  is  calling  to  thee, 

Break  o'er  the  eea !  Break  o^er  the  sea ! 
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Sister  of  sorrow !  sullen  night  I 

Make  room  for  the  path  of  the  happy  light — 

Clouds  that  brood  along  the  sky, 

Break  at  the  sight  of  me  and  fly : 

Scatter  and  break,  that  the  earth  may  view 

The  emblem  of  love  in  the  sky^B  deep  blue ; 

But  first,  ere  ye  seek  another  home, 

Give  back  my  blush  to  the  wooing  foam — 

See  me,  wherespever  ye  be. 

Waves  of  the  sea!  Waves  of  the  sea! 

Rise  up,  oh  laughing  ocean  spray, 
To  chase  and  to  catch  the  sun's  glad  ray ; 
Catch  me  and  clasp  me  and  send  me  along 
From  wave  to  wave  with  a  loving  song ; 
Speed  me  along  till  ye  can  no  more, 
And  we  break  in  diamonds  on  the  shore. 
Others  may  woo  me,  wherever  I  go, 
But  I  sprang  to  love  on  the  water's  flow. 
And  I  am  yours  who  welcomed  me. 

Waves  of  the  sea !  Waves  of  the  sea  I 


SEAWEED. 


Mists  that  brooded  upon  the  Hod, 

Flee  at  the  xoic.e  of  tlie  li^ht-giver,  God — 

Types  of  the  doubts  of  the  human  heart, 

Liglit  is  coining  apace,  depart  1 

Melt  away  in  the  sunlit  air 

As  the  morning  rises,  bright  and  fair; 

The  glad,  glad  morning  that  ever  brings 

Solace  and  hope  on  her  flame-tinged  wingS' — 

Sing  to  the  earth  wherever  ye  be, 

Waves  of  the  sea!  Waves  of  the  sea! 

Oh  trees !  oh  silent  and  sullen  trees 

I  come  on  the  wings  of  the  cool  sea  breeze — 

The  wind  that,  where  the  pine  trees  soar, 

Seems  like  the  voice  of  the  ocean's  roar. 

When  the  night  covered  your  leaf-crowned  brow 

Ye  longed  for  the  light  that  is  coming  now  ; 

Wake  up,  that  I  may  revel  awhile 

In  the  pride  of  the  forest  monarch's  smile — 

The  ripple  that  brings  ye  back  to  me. 

Waves  of  the  sea !  Waves  of  the  sea ! 

Oh  rills  !  oh  merry,  merry  rills ! 
Snatch  my  first  gleams  from  the  wooded  hills  ; 
Carry  me  on  as  ye  swiftly  flow 
Down  to  the  valleys  that  lie  below  ; 
Chatter  and  scold  at  the  laughing  brink, 
Sprinkle  the  bird  as  he  comes  to  drink, 
Whirl  down  rock  and  pebble  and  sand. 
But  carry  me  on  to  the  meadow  land. 
Ye  sisters  of  those  who  are  dear  to  me, 

Waves  of  the  sea !  Waves  of  the  sea ! 

Oil  flowers!  oh  simple  meadow  flowers. 
Marking  with  sweets  the  passing  hours! 
Open  your  buds  to  the  morning's  love. 
To  the  light  that  is  given  by  Him  above. 
Oh  daisy!  lift  up  thy  modest  eye 
To  meet  the  rays  that  look  down  from  the  sky : 
Oh  queen  of  tlie  wild  flowerH  !  oh  buttercup  1 
1  am  gilding  thy  gold — look  up,  look  up — 
Methinks  tljat  I  see  aw  I  Hweep  o'er  the  lea 

Waves  of  tlie  sea!  Waves  of  the  seal 
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Oh  birds  on  ev'ry  forest  bough ! 

The  morning  beam  is  shining  now  ; 

Too  long  has  your  soft  wing  sheltered  the  head^ — 

The  day  has  come,  and  the  chill  night  fled  ; 

Timid  and  fluttering  things  that  none 

Could  have  kept  from  your  foes  save  Him  alone, 

(Him  who  knows  when  a  sparrow  dies). 

Lead  earth's  hymn  to  the  list'ning  skies  ; 

And  ye  too  join  in  the  melody, 

Waves  of  the  sea !  Waves  of  the  sea  I 

Waves  of  the  sea,  that  never  rest. 

Ye  know  the  love  of  the  highest  best ; 

Though  ye  be  strong,  and  the  ship  be  frail. 

What  without  Him  can  your  force  avail? 

Oh  oceans  thunder  your  fiercest  shock  :  * 

Ye  cannot  prevail  against  our  Rock ! 

Though  the  tempest  may  howl  and  rave, 

Though  ye  threaten  with  wave  *m  wave. 

He  rules  you,  storm-tossed  though  ye  be. 

Waves  of  the  sea  I  Waves  of  the  sea ! 

Far  o'er  the  tossing  waters  sweeps  the  happy  blush  of  day. 
The  blue  waves  ripple  in  the  light  and  break  in  snowy  spray, 
And  to  the  sunlit  mountain  peaks,  and  o'er  the  flow'ry  sward. 
The  firmament  proclaims  thy  work,  the  Heavens  thy  glory.  Lord. 

The  birds  break  out  in  grateful  song,  the  flow'rets  stud  the  vale. 
Sweet  music  echoes  through  the  woods,  sweet  perfumes  load  the  gale : 
I  liate  the  bright  and  busy  day  at  whose  approach  have  fled 
My  only  solace  of  tlie  night — the  spectres  of  the  dead. 

Fled,  leaving  but  a  blank  behind  I  In  all  my  dull  despair 
Through  yonder  solemn  night  I  saw  their  faces  in  the  air : 
In  night  I  heard  them  speak  to  me,  in  night  they  lived  again. 
Now  day  that*  brings  all  else  relief,  to  me  brings  fiercer  pain. 

As  one  who  wrapped  in  seeming  death,  all  stiff',  all  cold,  all  dumb, 
Sees  with  unutterable  pangs  the  well-loved  mourners  come. 
Feels  the  last  kiss  of  wife  and  child,  and  sees  the  funeral  pall. 
And  hears  the  cold  screw  gnawing  through  the  coffin's  wooden  wall; 
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Till  all  seems  dark  around  him,  and  all  tlie  world  is  hid — 
No  sound  except  the  patt'ring  of  the  earth  upon  the  lid, 
And  sense  itself  dies  oft",  till  swift  and  sudden  on  his  night 
Sweeps  in  upon  the  throbbing  brain  a  flash  of  living  light. 

Light  that  shall  heap  up  liigher  still  the  bitter  cup  of  <leath — 
Life!  that  the  new-made  grave  may  heave  above  his  gasps  for  breath—- 
Oh  light  1  what  part  hast  thou  in  me,  whose  inmost  heart-strings  bleed. 
Me,  who  an>  floating  on  life's  wave,  storm-tossed,  like  yonder  weed. 

Less  than  the  storm-rent  weed  that  lives  through  all  tl»e  ocean's  strife, 
I  float  bereft  alike  of  care,  and  love,  and  hope  and  life  ; 
She  could  have  taught  me  higher  things,  but  now  I  learn  no  more — 
All  love  has  left  me,  and  I  drift  upon  the  eternal  shore. 

Weeds  of  the  sea!  weeds  of  the  sea 
Floating  where  ocean  leaps  in  glee, 
Here  sitteth  one  all  sullen  and  wan — 
Come  and  speak  to  the  desolate  man — 
Come  from  tlie  far  ofl^  coral  isles 
Where  the  long  summer  reigns  and  smiles ! 
Come  from  the  chalk  of  the  eastern  caves ! 
Come  from  the  ice-cold  northern  waves  1 
He  who  made  ye,  makes  use  of  ye. 

Weeds  of  the  sea !  weeds  of  the  sea  I 

Lofty  shrubs  and  trees  are  we. 
Forests  of  the  mighty  sea, 
Stretching  to  the  sunlit  air 
Leafless  trunks  and  branches  bare  : 
Underneath  our  pale  green  groves 
Oft  the  purple  mullet  roves  : 
Midst  our  stems  the  huge  whales  roam, 
O'er  our  heads  the  fierce  waves  foam. 
Raving  round  each  ocean  tree. 
Kept  by  Him  who  rules  the  sea. 

Fragile  waifs  and  strays  are  we, 

Playthings  of  the  mighty  sea, 

Living,  blooming,  fathoms  deep 

Where  the  restless  waters  sleep: 

Stretching  upwards  fathoms  high  •  ,, 

Where  the  sea  raves  ceaselessly  : 
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Gathering  round  the  coral  walls 
Where  the  endless  breaker  falls : 
Spreading  out,  secure  and  free, 
Watched  by  Him  who  rules  the  sea. 

When  tlie  deep  blue  waters  dance 
Underneath  the  sunbeam's  glance. 
And  tlie  foam  that  tipped  tlieir  crest 
Melts,  and  sinks,  and  dies  in  rest — 
When  the  breezes  fall  away 
Sighing  for  the  sleeping  spray, 
In  the  sea-light,  faint  and  dim, 
From  His  weeds  there  goes  a  hymn — 
E'en  Thy  seaweed  blesses  Thee, 
Loving  ruler  of  the  sea. 

When  the  tempest,  fierce  and  dread. 
Thunders  o'er  our  bowed-down  head. 
And  the  ocean  lifts  on  higli 
Liquid  mountains  to  the  sky, 
Rending  in  his  rage  and  pain 
Weeds  that  ne'er  shall  live  again, 
Then  we  look  to  him  above, 
Living  in  His  living  love ; 
Weeds,  oh.  Master,  though  we  be. 
Naught  is  small  or  great  to  thee. 

We,  the  weeds,  ean  trusts — and  thou. 
Sitting  there  with  sullen  brow, 
Hearing  but  the  moaning  main ! 
He  who  loves  thee,  grants  the  pain. 
Country,  parents,  wife,  are  gone, 
He  can  fill  thy  void  alone ; 
He  is  standing  by  thy  side,  , 
Knocks »  and  will  not  be  denied — 
In  His  name  we  speak  to  thee. 
We,  the  outcasts  of  the  sea  1 
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Over  the  ocean  I  come ;  the  breast 

Of  the  broad  Pacific  is  lying  in  re8t, 

Till  I  drink  from  her  fountains,  and  erery  cre«t 

Of  her  wavelets  is  tipped  in  foam. 
Arctic  glacier  and  ice-bound  firth 
Far  in  the  North  have  given  me  birth, 
And  novr  I  am  speeding  to  rouse  on  earth 

Life  wherever  I  come. 
I  come  laden  with  kisses  of  maiden, 

With  promise  of  fruits  that  are  jet  to  come, 
The  salt  sea  blisses  are  in  my  kisses, 

And  the  strength  of  the  sea  drives  me  on  to  home. 
On  to  home,  as  I  sweep  along, 

The  little  wave  leaps,  and  surges,  and  swells, 
Till  the  ocean  itself  thunders  out  a  song, 

As  a  cannon  may  roar  amid  marriage  bells. 

Little  waves,  leap  as  I  pass  you  by, 

Emerald  waves,  that  the  great  sun  smites 
Into  the  rainbow  colors  that  die 

In  living,  like  those  ephemeral  mites 
That  spring  to  their  sun  birth,  and  fade  when  he 

Fades  away  with  the  dying  day  1 
But  listen,  little  waves,  listen  to  me. 

Ere  set  of  sun  we'll  be  far  away — 
Far  away  on  the  rocky  shore 

Where  the  new  world  stretches  far  and  wide, 
There,  little  waves,  ye  shall  chafe  and  roar, 

And  bring  fresh  wealth  with  each  welcome  tide ; 
Chafe  and  roar  on  the  mountain  slope. 

Rave  and  thunder  against  the  rocke, 
Wliile  T  am  away  with  my  burden  of  hope, 

Leaving  behind  me  your  puny  shocks. 
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Hearken,  0  pines  on  tlie  mountain  steeps ! 

I  come  with  tlie  crisp  salt  wave  on  my  wings  ; 
Hearken,  0  flowers  in  valleys'  deeps  I 

'Tis  I,  the  West  wind  of  Ocean,  that  sings ; 
I  have  come  from  the  home  of  whale  and  seal, 
From  the  great  white  icebergs  of  Northern  seas, 
Frost  and  enow  were  above  and  below. 
And  the  avalanche  rang  a  frozen  peal, 
And  I  said  to  myself,  not  these,  not  these 
Are  the  home  of  the  spring-time  Western  wind. 
So  I  spread  my  pinions,  and  now,  0  trees, 
1  have  come  to  woo  ye  out  into  leaf. 
Till  the  mountain  crest  is  in  blessed  unrest 
With  the  waving  of  tree-tops  and  songs  of  bird, 
And  underneath,  in  the  valleys  beneath. 
The  violets  out  of  their  moss  are  stirred. 

Life!  Life!  Over  the  strife 

Of  frozen  icebergs  and  angry  wave 

Where  death  is  the  only  life,  I  come 
To  summon  life  from  out  of  her  grave. 

Are  ye  dead,  old  pines,  that  a  thousand  years 
Have  seen  clothe  all  the  mountains  with  green? 

Are  ye  dead,  sw^eet  violets,  dead,  ye  ears 
Of  the  wild  oat,  dead,  oh  primrose!    The  sheen 
Of  my  wings  shall  waken  ye  up  to  life 
As  a  bridegroom  wakens  with  kisses  his  wife. 

Are  my  kisses  cold,  sweet  flowers  ?    The  sea 
That  raves  behind  me  must  plead  for  me. 

I  speed  along  at  my  own  wild  will, 

I  speed  along,  but  behind  me  still 
Is  the  voice  of  my  foster-mother,  the  sea 

That  raves  and  roars  upon  rocky  shores. 
And  evermore,  evermore,  cries  to  me  : 

"Hasten,  my  youngest  and  earliest  son, 

Hasten  until  thy  work  be  done." 
And  over  the  rock  and  over  the  plain 
Witli  whirl  and  whoop,  with  shriek  and  swoop. 
With  liurrying  clouds  and  gathering  rain, 
I  keep  my  way  till  the  winter  time 
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(jti-ows  milder,  and  over  the  frosty  (diiiiie 
Of  j;ui^;lin<i'  icicles,  sweet  slei;Lrli  l)ells, 

Conies  the  war  of  cataracts,  and  the  Hcent 

Of  flowers  tliat  grace  the  close  of  Lent 
In  sheltered  nooks  and  in  sunny  dellH, 

And  the  resurrection  of  Easter-time. 

Oh,  little  streamlets,  that  hide  away 

In  mountain  boo;s,  amid  )iioss  and  grasH, 
And  steal  among  them  until  the  day 

Smiles  to  catch  your  snjiles  as  ye  pass. 
Where  have  ye  been  since  the  autumn  sheen? 

Caught  ye  giving  a  drink  to  the  mice 
Hasting  to  make  their  nest,  ere  the  green 

Grew  old  and  hoary  with  snow  and  ice. 
Where  have  ye  been,  little  streams?  Wake  up! 

The  ferns  are  peeping  out  under  the  snow, 
Green  as  they  never  had  died,  and  the  cup 

Of  the  Gup-moss  shines  with  its  ruddy  glow. 
Where  are  ye  now,  little  streams  ?    Your  chains 

Are  melted  away  at  the  blast  of  my  breath. 
And  over  the  mountains  and  down  through  the  plains 

Ye  course,  relieved  from  your  living  death. 
Streamlets !  listen,  listen  to  me ! 

Listen  to  me  in  the  joy  of  your  birth  ; 

Though  ye  gladden  and  bless  the  earth. 
Ye  must  return  to  your  mother,  the  sea. 

Orer  the  rocks,  down  into  the  vales — 

And  through  them  on  to  the  Western  plains, — 
The  pines  were  clothing  the  hills  and  dales, 

And  now  I  sweep  o'er  the  tomb  of  the  grains. 
Oh,  wheat-corn,  sleeping  beneath  the  soil 

Scarce  turned  till  now,  awaken  for  me. 
Winter  brought  rest,  but  spring  brings  toil, 

And  I  have  a  message  from  over  the  sea. 

Ff)r  r  have  a  mission  froin  the  Master, 
'J'hat  drives  mo  on  (!ver  faster  and  faster, 

"  lilow,  blow,  breezes,  blowl 
Conie  from  the  Nc.rth,  I*Li,st,  West  and  South, 
r  .  See  the  dead  Imhics  lying  below. 


I 


THE  WEST  WIND. 


And  put  the  food  in  tlie  gaping  mouth.'' 
Skeleton  boughs  were  waving  in  air, 
The  evergreen  pineR  were  hoar  and  white, 
The  mountain  slopes  were  dead  and  bare, 
And  all  was  death  when  I  passed  by  night; 
But  now  the  branches  are  full  of  leaves. 
The  pines  have  shaken  awa}'  their  enow. 
The  spring  flowers  clamber  up  mountain  e^ves, 

And  all  is  life  above  and  below. 
Wake,  ye  grains  from  your  sleep  of  earth, — 
Cold  though  your  M^ooing,  after  come 
The  soft  spring-breezes  and  the  hum 
Of  bees,  and  songs  of  birds,  and  rays. 
Of  glorious  sunlight,  till  ye  shake 
Your  slumbers  from  off  you,  and  awake, 
Grow%  bud,  and  fruit,  and  sing  His  praise. 
Whose  winter  and  spring  saves  earth  from  deartli. 

How  sweet  to  rest  for  a  little  while. 

To  see  the  mountains  wake  into  life. 

The  little  brooks  jangle  in  pretty  strife. 

The  snow  melt  down  from  the  bright  green  moss. 

And  the  wood  anemone's  tender  cross 

Gleam  pure  and  white  in  the  darkened  woods 

While  the  primrose  glimmers  by  hill-born  floods. 

Sweet  to  know  that  from  ice  and  snow 
And  the  death  of  Nature  comes  life  again  ; 
That  the  spring  time  wind  can  leave  far  behind, 
The  winter  sleep,  and  o'er  hill  and  plain 
Woo  out  the  flowers,  make  way  for  the  hours 
Of  summer  sweets,  and  of  summer  chimes 
Bring  promise  of  fruits,  and  call  to  their  nests 
In  the  North  the  birds  of  the  Southern  climes. 

Listen,  oh  Earth,  give  ear  unto  me 
For  I  have  a  message  over  the  sea. 
Cold  though  I  blow  o'er  ice  and  snow, 
I  bring  the  proniise  or  life  on  my  wings. 
And  where  I  pass,  the  last  year's  grass. 
Is  violet-clothed,  and  the  robin  sings. 


WILD  FLOWKUS. 


WILD  FLOWERS. 


Flower8  of  tlie  happy  spring, 
Bloonving  where  the  wild  birds  sing. 
Raising  up  your  fragile  buds 
UiKierneath  the  atonu-scathed  woodn. 
Shining  from  the  rugged  stone 
By  the  relvet  moss  o'ergrown. 
Glancing  to  the  8un\s  bright  ray. 
Where  last  autumn's  leaves  decay, 
Creeping  o'er  the  sunburnt  hill» 
Qleaming  by  the  babbling  rills, 
Decked  with  diamonds  by  the  rains. 
Listen  to  your  lover's  strains. 

Ere  the  snow  has  swooned  away 
Little  flowrets  grace  the  day. 
Lifting  up  a  blushing  eye 
To  the  wooing  of  the  sky. 
Ere  the  spring  has  well  begun. 
Ere  the  sugar  sap  has  run. 
Where  the  dead  leaves  first  appear. 
There  the  May-flower  hails  the  year. 
So  w^hen  life's  fierce  tempests  blow. 
And  our  souls  sink  'neath  the  snow. 
Ere  its  chill  hath  passed  away 
God  sends  hope  to  greet  our  day. 

Violets !  blue  violets  ! 
Who  that  sees  ye  e'er  forgets 
How  he  toils  who  seeks  ye,  where 
Sweetest  fragrance  scents  the  air; 
Looking  long,  and  looking  far, 
When  beneath  his  feet  ye  are. 
Glancing  as  the  deep  sea  gleama 
Underneath  the  noonday  beams ! 
Coy  and  shy  beneath  the  sun, 
Dreadiri^;,  willing  to  be  won. 
Who  tliat  sees  ye  e'er  forgets 
Viohits,  blue  violets ! 


WILD  FLOWERS. 


Buttercup!  proud  buttercup! 
From  thy  meadow-grass  look  up ! 
Haughty,  love-compelling  queen, 
Not  for  thee  to  woo,  I  ween  : 
Flashing,  when  the  eun  looks  down. 
Myriad  rays  from  golden  ctowh. 
Yet  in  all  thy  glorious  pride 
Clinging  to  the  children's  side : 
Type  of  Him  who  reigns  above 
la  His  all-constraining  love, 
In  His  mercy  sweet  and  mild. 
Deigning  to  the  weakest  child. 

Frailest  of  the  flowers  that  be. 
Fragile  wood-anemone  1 
Giving  to  the  loving  light 
Sweetest  green,  and  sweetest  white  \ 
Hiding  underneath  the  trees, 
Shrinking  from  the  mildest  breeze, 
RLsing  up  to  greet  the  morn 
From  the  tangled  briar  and  thorn. 
Springing  like  the  soul  of  man 
From  life's  thicket,  pale  and  wan. 
He,  oh  wood-anemone. 
Cares  for  man,  who  cares  for  thee. 

Flowers  i  oh  blessed,  blessed  flowQT^, 
Marking  with  your  sweets  the  houre ; 
Blooming  'neath  the  sun's  glad  rays. 
Cry  aloud  your  Maker's  praise ; 
Hidden  in  your  leafy  bower 
Praise  Him,  earliest  May-flower  j 
Peeping  through  your  mossy  net 
Praise  His  name,  blue  violet; 
Love-compelling  butter-cup. 
Teach  thy  lovers  to  look  up ; 
Praise  Him,  frail  anemone, 
Lord  of  worlds  who  cares  for  thee. 


PAST  AND  PRESENT. 


PAST  AKD  PRESEOT. 


I  thirst,  I  pant,  I  die  alone, 
Sending  to  the  skies  my  moan ; 
Crying  to  the  heavens  above 
For  the  want  of  earthly  love ! 
Hear  me,  Master,  ere  I  die, 
In  my  need  and  agony. 

Stars !  oh  peaceful,  peaceful  stars, 
Looking  on  the  soul's  dire  wars, 
Calm,  and  still,  and  passionless. 
Gazing  on  my  deep  distress, 
Bear  ye  witness  in  the  sky 
To  my  need  and  agony. 

Sun!  oh  bright  and  glorious  sun! 
Listen  ere  thy  race  be  run  : 
Speeding  through  the  viewless  air 
To  our  Maker,  shriek  my  prayer ! 
Flash  it  out  before  I  die 
In  my  nee<l  and  agony. 

Seas !  oh  busy,  restless  seas  ! 
Tossed  by  every  gentle  breeze — 
Tossed  like  me,  in  storm  and  woe — 
Hear  me,  where  your  waters  flow  ; 
Tell  to  Him  who  rules  the  sea 
All  my  need  and  agony. 


PAST  AND  PRESENT. 


Earth!  oli  mother  eartli,  rise  up  ■ 
Ere  I  drink  tlie  bitter  cup. 
Thou  that  tellest  in  thy  course 
Tales  of  sin  and  dire  remorse, 
Hear  me !  for  I  pant  and  die 
In  my  need  and  agony. 

Is  there  not  one  refuge,  one? 
Must  I  die  unloved,  alone  ? 
If  I  have  not  earthly  love. 
Shall  I  hope  for  that  above  ? 
Nature !  love  me,  else  I  die 
In  my  need  and  agony. 

Nature  !  Dearest  Nature,  teach 
What  the  refuge  in  my  reach — 
All  thy  children  look  to  heaven  ; 
Mother  !  let  thy  veil  be  riven — 
None  have  I  to  love  but  thee. 
Help  my  need  and  agony. 

^«  Ev'ry  rill,  and  ev'ry  sod 
Speaks  our  great  Creator,  God — 
He  hath  wrought  and  fashioned  thee, 
He  hath  wrought  and  fashioned  me. 
Child  and  sinner !  how  can  I 
Help  thy  need  and  agony  ?" 

"  Yet  thy  mother  speaks  to  thee. 

Counselling  thy  misery : — 

To  my  God  I  send  a  hymn — 

In  thy  sin,  oh  go  to  Him  ; 

Hill  and  vale  and  river  cry  : 

*  Turn,  dear  child,  and  do  not  die.'" 

Cry  with  God's  own  voice, '  Repent,' 
Other  days  to  thee  are  sent ; 
Thou,  who  pin'st  for  earthly  love, 
Wliat  is  that  to  His  above  ? 
He  can  bid  thy  sorrows  fly — 
All  tliy  need  and  agony." 


PAST  AND  PRKSBNT. 

Yes  I  but  what  am  I  but  man  ? 
Wliat  was  he  since  earth  ^xjgan  ? 
Ere  Adam  slept  his  last  long  sleep 
God  gave  one  to  love  and  keep, 
Parents,  wife,  are  not  for  me 
In  my  need  and  agony. 

Is' man.  born  to  love  alone? 

Are  there  none  to  love  him,  none? 

I  can  love  my  mother  sod  ; 

I  can  love  my  father*8  God ; 

Who  is  there  to  care  for  me 

In  my  need  and  agony. 

Yet  I  love :  from  earliest  birth 
Love  must  bind  to  heaven  and  eartii 
Who  is  there  that  gives  me  back 
What  I  give  but  what  I  lack  ? 
Who  will  love  me,  lest  I  die 
In  my  need  and  agony  ? 


SONO  OF  THE  RIFLEMEN. 


SONG  OF  THE  EIFLEMEN  (volunteer). 


Crack  of  rifle  and  clang  of  sword 
Sound  o'er  England's  flowery  sward  : 
Tln-ough  the  valley  and  liill  kept  glen 
Tramp  of  horses  and  hum  of  men — 
Squadrons  forming,  but  not  id  fear. 
Because  of  the  war  storm  drawing  near. 

Storms !  storms  !  keep  to  the  plain ! 
Come  not  near  Englands's  cliffs  again 
Lest  ye  scatter  in  tears — not  rain. 

Roll  among  the  fire  scathed  pines 

Crowning  the  rugged  Appennines 

Roar  of  cannon  and  crash  of  war — 

Storm  though  it  be,  let  it  keep  afar  I 

Our  bodies  are  England's,  our  souls  arc  God's, 

And  our  bayonets  are  our  lightning-rods. 

Storms !  storms !  keep  to  the  plain ! 
Come  not  near  England's  cliffs  again. 
Lest  ye  scatter  in  tears— not  rain. 

Though  we  have  a  dear  ally 

Let  him  think  ere  he  pass  us  by 

We  can  laugh  at  a  tyrant's  nod 

Trusting  but  in  ourselves  and  God. 

English  hearts  beat  stout  and  true — 

Storms  that  come  here  may  have  cause  to  rue. 

Storms  I  storms !  keep  to  the  plain  I 
Come  not  near  England's  cliffs  again^ 
Lest  ye  scatter  in  tears — not  rain. 


VOICES  OF  THE  DAY. 


VOICES  OF  THE  DAY. 


D  A.^V  s  . 

No  voices  sound  along  the  vale,  no  voices  on  the  hill;*, 
Naught  save  the  sleepy  niurnuirs  of  the  ever  drow.sj  riils, 
The  sea  is  silent  at  my  feet ;  above  the  cloudlets  lie 
In  sluggish  folds  of  grey,  that  mark  the  dreaming  of  tlie  sky. 

Last  evening  as  the  sun  went  down,  all  nature  rang  again 
With  birds  upon  the  tree  clad  hills,  and  oxen  on  the  plain, 
Till  last  of  all  the  nightingale  sang  vesper-hymns,  and  then 
I  heard  the  bull-frog  in  the  marsh,  the  lizard  in  the  fen. 

Till  these  two  sought  their  midnight  rest  'neath  tufts  of  grass  and  stone. 
And,  as  the  shadows  thicker  closed,  I  kept  my  watch  alone; 
Yet  tho'  all  living  things  were  still,  o'er  earth  and  sky  and  sea, 
I  knew  the  never  sleeping  night  was  keeping  watch  with  me. 

But  now,  it  is  no  longer  night,  though  all  things  are  asleep  : 
I  see,  where  ocean  touches  Heaven,  the  blood  of  morning  creep ; 
And  there  the  cloudlets  wake  at  last  as  maidens  wake  to  love 
Till  blush  on  blush  comes  burning  up  and  warms  the  grey  above. 

And  higher  steals  the  tell  tale  blush,  and  higher  still,  and  higher, 
Till  all  the  eastern  sky  bursts  forth  in  blood  and  gold  and  fire, 
And  one  by  one  the  birds  peep  up  from  underneath  the  wing. 
Then  leave  the  shadows  of  the  trees,  and  flutter  forth  and  sing. 

Yet,  dearest  one  1  though  wanting  thee,  all  weary  seem  the  hours. 
Wake  not  until  the  morning  sun  woos  out  thy  sister  flowers : 
Sleep  on,  my  own;  the  dawn  of  love  has  long  since  risen  for  thee; 
Sleep  on;  but  dream,  and  in  thy  dreams  think  lovingly  of  me. 


DAY  DREAMS. 

Let  me  dream  for  awhile. 
Ere  she  wakes  up  for  me, 

Catching  the  sun-beam's  smile. 
Hearing  the  laughing  sea; 


VOICES  OF  THE  DAY. 


Dream  of  tlie  joy  to  conio 
DreaiTi  of  a  lov  iiii;  lii'i<l(f, 

Sitting  with  nie  at  lioine 
By  my  own  fireside, 

Still  my  delight  to  come, 
Whatever  else  may  betide: 


Watching  the  diamond  spray 

Leap  in  the  morning  light: 
However  briglit  Ik?  the  day 

My  dreams  are  yet  more  bright. 
I  have  a  dear  one — one 

Who  can  drive  away  care, 
I  pity  the  radiant  sun, 

Sun,  no  partner  may  share: 
Sun,  that  was  speeding  alone 

Through  the  desolate  air. 

Sweet  are  the  songs  that  ring 

Wak'ning  forests  and  groves  ; 
Birds  in  the  garden  sing 

Over  the  plants  that  she  loves : 
From  thy  nest  in  the  tree 

Little  one  do  not  start, 
She  who  has  fondled  thee 

Lives  and  reigns  in  my  heart, 
Soon  to  be  joined  to  me — 

Never,  oh  never  to  part. 

Soon  to  be  all  my  own. 

Leaning  on  but  my  arm, 
I,  and  I  alone, 

To  stand  betAveen  her  and  harm, — 
What  was  the  gloom  o'erhead 

Shadowing  where  I  lie? 
Was  it  a  cloud  that  fled 

Over  the  happy  sky. 
Leaving  me  sick  with  a  nameless  dread 

And  a  fear,  I  know  not  why  ? 


VOICES  OP  THE  DAY. 
LIGHT    AND  SHADE. 

Wake  and  rise !  wake  and  riBe  1 
O'er  the  Eastern  mountains'  liea<I ; 

All  the  clouds  that  veiled  the  skies 
Burn  in  gold,  and  blush  in  red. 

Nature  calls  us,  *  Wake  and  rise  I 

*  Shake  off  sleep,  make  no  delay ; 

*  Hasten !  hasten !  hasten  1  hasten  ! 

'  Cometh  on  the  day  !* 

Watch  and  pray  I  watch  and  pray  I 
Though  to  yonder  hills  the  sun  * 

Brings  the  dawn  from  far  away. 
And  his  race  be  but  begun, 

Angels  whisper,  '  Watch  and  pray  I 

*  Though  the  morn  be  very  bright, 

*  Listen  !  listen !  listen  I  listen  ! 

*  Cometh  on  the  night  1' 

Break  in  song  I  break  in  song  I 
Whereso'er  the  sunbeams  glance, 

Cool  sea-winds  blow  fresh  and  strong, 
And  the  streamlets  laugh  and  dance. 

Nature  calls  us,  '  Break  in  song 

*  With  the  birds  on  ev'ry  spray, 

'  Hasten  I  hasten !  hasten !  hasten  I 
'  Cometh  on  the  day  1' 

Calm  and  low,  calm  and  low, 
Through  the  joyous  hum  of  day, 

Where  the  cool  sea-breezes  blow 
Where  the  streamlets  catch  the  ray. 

Angels  whisper  calm  and  low. 
Through  the  songs  that  hail  the  light, 

*  Listen!  listen  I  listen  1  listen  I 

*  Cometh  on  the  night  I' 

Bask  in  joy  !  bask  in  joy  I 

Light  knows  nauglit  of  woe  or  ill. 
Storm  and  darkness  may  annoy, 

Now  the  sky  is  bright  and  wtill. 


VOICES  OF  THE  DAY. 


Nature  calls  us,  ^  Bask  in  joy  I 
Use  the  hours  while  yet  ye  may 

*  Hasten  1  hasten  !  hasten  1  hasten  ! 

*  Cometh  on  the  day  I' 

H«pe,  but  fear  1  hope,  but  fear  I 
Thougli  the  heavens  overhead 

Stretch  all  bright  and  calm  and  clear' 
They  are  list'ning  to  night's  tread. 

Angels  whisper,  *  Hope,  but  fear  ! 

*  When  the  day  is  at  its  height, 

*  Listen !  listen  I  listen  1  listen ! 

*  Cometh  on  the  night! 

Watch  and  pray  I  watch  and  pray ! 

Say  the  voices  of  the  dead. 
Tremble  lest  ye  be  astray 

From  the  path  when  life  has  fled ! 
Angels  whisper,  *  Watch  and  pray ! 

*  Pray  for  God  to  guide  ye  right ; 

*  Listen  1  listen!  listen!  listen! 

'  Cometh  on  the  night  1* 


NIGHT. 

Oh,  Earth !  Earth  I  Earth !  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak ! 
Oh,  cruel  Heavens,  stifle  not  my  cry ! 
Shout,  mountains,  from  each  lightning-blasted  peak, 

My  agony ! 

Oh,  ever-vexed,  foaming  sea,  be  still! 

Mj  cries  shall  drown  the  roaring  of  thy  wave : 

The  mightier  sorrow  gives  the  mightier  will, 

And  I  will  rave ! 

Oh,  rocks !  oh,  brother  rocks,  give  back  my  moan  : 
I  saw  a  flash  come  from  a  cloudless  sky 
That  fell  on  me,  and  blasted  me  to  stone. 

That  cannot  die. 


VOICES  OF  THK  DAV. 


Dead  !  dead ! — But  wlio  ?    Is  it  not  I  arii  dead  ? 
Metliinks  I  am,  and  yet  [  think  and  feel — 
My  tliouu-hts  strike  fire  witliin  my  aching  head 

Like  Hint  and  steel. 

Oh  cursed,  cursed  be  my  natal  morn, 

Well  ushered  in  with  tempest  and  with  gloom, 

When  they  cried  out,  Behold  a  child  is  l»orn ! 

Yes— for  the  tomb? 

I  stand  benumb  beneath  my  deadly  ill, 

With  fire  that  leaps  and  crackles  iri  my  brain  ; 

A  fire  that  gnaws,  and  gnaws,  and  will  not  kill. 

But  feeds  my  pain» 

I  ivill  not  stand  with  head  and  spirit  bowed 
Yet  language  fails  me  in  my  misery ; 
Oh,  for  a  million  tongues  to  cry  aloud 

Before  I  die. 

I  ivill  not  lose  her  thus  1  she  shall  not  go ! 
She  is  not  dead  but  sleepeth.    She  will  hear : 
Look  up,  my  own,  and  smile  away  my  woe ; 

Thy  love  is  near." 

Dead !  Dead  1  Forever  dead  !  and  I  remain. 

A  death  in  life,  to  live  in  death  alone — 

Saith  not  the  preacher  that  all  things  are  in  vain, 

All  things  are  gone. 

I  know  what  chaos  is — I  see  it  round  : 

I  feel  the  jar  of  elemental  strife; 

I  tread  no  longer  on  the  solid  grouad — 

Oh  love !  oh  wife  I 

Would  I  had  died  for  thee !  yet  am  I  dead ; 
For  in  thy  death  I  die  a  thousand  times, 
And,  being  so,  surround  thy  dying  head 

With  mournful  riiymes. 

But  never,  never,  never  more  to  sing : 
I  sang,  I  dreamt,  I  labored  but  for  thee, 
And  Heaven  has  broken  by  thy  deatli  my  string 

Of  melody. 


TOirKM  OF  THK  DAY. 


And  SO  [  iX)iir  my  sorrows  into  verse, 

Like  (lying  swan  whose  utn-ents  rise  and  swell. 

Oh,  deathless  Death  !  oh,  never-ending  curse, 

Since  Adam  fell ! 

I  rave, — who  would  not,  losing  her?    But  now 
A.  holier  sorrow  comes  upon  my  mind; 
A  grief  that,  while  it  rests  upon  my  brow. 

Leaves  death  behind. 

And  thus  I  know  her  spirit  speaks  with  mine: 
She  could  not  leave  me  in  my  agony. 
Where  is,  0  Death,  that  boast'st  that  all  are  thine, 

Thy  victory  ? 


MIDNIGHT. 
I. 

Oh,  that  the  still  and  silent  mountain-tops 

Would  bow  themselves  and  hear  me!  that  their  peaks 

Storm-scathed  with  fire  and  w^ater,  would  come  down. 

And  bury  me  beneath  them !  that  the  earth 

Opening  her  blackest  and  most  lonely  cave, 

Would  bring  my  desolation  to  her  own. 

And  swallow  me  to  darkness,  and  a  night 

Brighter  than  all  my  days !  or  that  the  sea 

That  raves  for  those  who  love  and  wish  to  liv^e, 

Would  clasp  me  in  his  icy-cold  embrace, 

And  let  me  toss  about  and  moan  with  him ! 

Last  night  I  went  to  see  her,  and  a  storm 

Of  wind  and  rain  came  sweeping  down  the  road. 

And  tore  up  barns  and  strongly-rooted  trees. 

But  came  not  near  me.    I  w^as  fearful  then : 

r  longed  to  see  the  well-beloved  face 

Before  God  took  her  from  me:  knowing  not 

That  some  men  bear  within  themselves  a  woe 

That  keeps  death  at  a  distance,  and  is  safe. 

And  now  I  long  for  what  I  feared ;  and  yet 

Men  have  at  hand  a  million  ways  to  die, 

But  only  cowards  use  tliem  :  I  will  bear. 

Why,  there's  a  grim  delight  in  sutiering, 

(Would  all  the  world  could  feel  the  joy  with  me !) 
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And  I  can  tear  nie  from  my  Huflf'ering  nelf, 

And  stand,  a  ciiriouH  looker-on,  and  watch 

A  human  lieart  tliat  palpitates,  and  throbn, 

And  bleedH  beneath  the  heavy  stroken  of  heaven, 

Knowing  it  is  my  own,  and  laugh  to  see 

The  fruitlews  struggles  of  a  loving  soul 

That  had  but  one  frail  hope,  and  sees  it  fade. 

I  say  that  there  is  laughter  in  the  thought 

That  hearts,  that  heaven  dissects  while  yet  alive, 

Cannot  beat  quietly  beneath  the  knife 

They  know  they  cannot  flee  from.    If  I  hold 

My  hand  within  the  fierce-devouring  flame. 

The  body  knows  the  all-constraining  will. 

And,  while  the  pangs  go  through  it,  gives  no  sign 

Save  by  the  crackling  of  the  nerves  ;  but  now, 

Place  but  the  soul  upon  the  fire  of  grief, 

And  lo,  it  screams  and  struggles  1    Puny  thing  ! 

Well,  let  it  scream,  and  I  will  stand  and  laugh. — 

Oh,  love!  oh,  light!  oh,  life!  oh,  heaven  on  earth! 

Would  He  would  slay  me  on  thy  new-made  grave, 

And  let  me  rest  a  little  while  with  thee  I 

II. 

Oh,  that  my  whole  dark  soul  could  open  out. 

And  pour  itself  upon  this  living  world 

In  waves  of  desolation !  that  my  night 

(Strange  night  that  broods  on  me  in  clouds  of  fire) 

Could  come  upon  the  things  that  love  the  light, 

And  clasp  them  as  it  claspeth  me,  and  burn  ! 

Oh,  that  I  bore  within  myself  the  power 

As  great  as  is  my  will,  to  seathe  and  blast. 

That  men  might  hate  and  fear  me,  as  I  hate 

The  very  sight  of  men  and  all  they  love  I 

Be  still,  oh  Earth !  though  once  indeed  I  heard 

Thy  words,  and  communed  with  thee,  knowing  all 

The  whispers  of  the  flower,",  the  streams  and  woodn, 

And  all  the  voices  of  the  birds  and  all 

That  came  in  waves  and  harmonies  of  light 

From  yonder  stars  above  us ;  drinking  in 

Love's  food  from  them,  and  joining  all  their  woi'ds 

To  niinc,  that  I  irii;j;ht  pauT  my  whole  soul  forfli 

Before  her  feel,  and  deck  her  with  a  crown. 
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That,  all  uiiwortbj  of  lier  as  it  was, 

No  emperor  could  give  lier;  yet  be  dumb  J 

For  now  am  I  alone,  unnatural. 

Standing  bereft  beside  a  new-nuide  grave : 

Therefore  be  liushed  before  my  bitter  woe, 

Before  tlie  sharp  mysterious  pang  with  which^ 

Like  me,  thou  groan'staud  travaillest; — be  still, 

And  preach  thy  petty  comfort  unto  those 

Whose  misery  seeks  pity — mine  does  not. 

But,  like  the  flame-encircled  scorpion, 

Uses  its  biting  poison  on  itself, 

Through  rage  it  cannot  torture  something  else. 

When  tirst  my  mother  died  I  wept  aloud. 

Thinking  that  there  was  nothing  left  to  pierce 

The  hearts  God's  wisdom  lacerates ;  but  then 

All  suddenly  there  came  a  black-edged  note 

That  held  a  scanty  lock  of  silver  hair, 

And  told  his  death  M'^ho  nourished  me ;  and  so 

I  suffered  mutely,  like  my  own  grim  crest. 

The  otter,  dying  underneath  the  bites 

Of  yelling  hounds,  that  gives  no  sound  nor  sign. 

But  now — woiild  God  that  I  could  speak  my  thoughts, 

And  cry  until  the  dead  rise  up  to  hear, 

That  I  might  see  her  once  again.    Oh,  Earth ! 

Cover  not  though  my  blood,  for  I  am  lost, 

Losing  in  her  my  Heaven;  therefore.  Earth, 

Add  one  more  chapter  to  thy  grievous  tale. 

And  cry  to  thy  Creator,  if  perchance 

He  deign  to  hear  thee,  ivho  seems  deaf  to  me. 

Oh,  skies,  bend  down  and  listen  to  a  cry 

That  wails  and  shivers  through  your  cruel  calm  ; 

I  speak  to  my  Destroyer ;  Him  who  lives. 

And  gave  me  life  and  love,  to  shatter  both. 

But  be  not  deaf  1    I  wall  not  say  a  word 

To  murmur  at  His  wise  omnipotence. 

Only  to  ask,  "  Why  did'st  Thou  give  me  love. 

And  takest  all  my  food  of  love  away 

To  slay  me  with  a  hunger  yet  more  fierce 

Than  that  which  racks  the  body?"    'Tis  not  much. 

And  I  am  very  meek  and  all  resigned. — 

Oh,  love!  oh,  light!  oh,  life!  oh,  Heaven  on  Earth  1 

Would  he  would  slay  me  on  thy  new-made  grave, 

And  let  ine  rest  a  little  while  with  thee ! 


VOICKS  Oh'  TilK  DAV. 


III. 

I  ,siii;^  us  swans       wlicn  tlioy  float  to  (l('at]i  : 
Mfthoiiglit,  that  iiicii  ill  sorrow  could  not  f^ing. 
But  now  I  sec  my  error,  knowing  that 
The  deepest  weig}it  of  sorrow  openn  out 
Fountains  within  the  soul,  that  find  their  vent 
In  telling  all  tlieii'  nidHiiings  in  such  words 
As  best  befit  the  sa(;re(hiess  (if  grief, 
And  force  all  men  to  share  it.    J^et  them  share: 
I  cannot  bear  such  heavy  pain  alone. 
But  seek  for  comfort,  like  a  foolish  child. 
Knowing  there  is  no  solace  for  my  Avoe : 
Knowing  that  Job,  in  loss  of  lands,  and  wealth, 
And  dearest  childreji,  had  some  things  to  love. 
And  friends  to  love  him  ;  though,  indeed,  tlieir  names- 
Are  held  by  us  in  scorn — "Job's  comforters!" 
And  yet  they  loved  him.    I  have  neither  friends, 
Nor  lands,  nor  wealth,  nor  children,  and  alas 
Our  God  has  rent  the  band  that  he  had  wrought. 
There  are  some  men  who  fancy  that  they  know 
What  sorrow  is;  because,  when  revelling 
In  pntold  wealth  of  love,  and  life,  and  joy, 
God  takes  a  little  from  their  treasures — wife, 
.  Or  child,  or  mother;  so  they  come  to  those 
Whom  He  hath  blasted,  as  the  lightning  blasts 
And  melted  into  lava,  speaking  thus : 
"  We  too  have  suffered,  we  can  synipathize  ; 

But  give  not  way  to  passionate  distress, 
"  Look  upwards  for  relief,  remeniber  Job." 
Oh,  men!  that  put  the  fire  out  with  oil. 
What  was  Job's  sorrow  unto  mine?  and  I, 
Like  him,  will  curse  the  day  that  T  was  born,. 
And  use  God's  words  to  tell  my  uttei-  grief. 
For  God  alone  can  tell  it :  "  Let  the  day 
"Be  darkness,  and  a  shadow  as  of  death 
"  Brood  on  it:  let  tlie  hlackness  of  its  night 
"Sit  like  a  gha,stly  phantom — terrible, 
"And  striking  it  with  awe:  let  all  its  night 
"  Be  solila,i'y,  never  hearing  words 
"  Of  joy  or  gia,(in(iss  :  let  it  be  expunged 
"From  out  Ihe  li.-l  and  calendar  of  days, 
"  Because  it  shut  not  up  my  mother's  woinh. 
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■'^Nor  liid  luv  future  soi'ro>v  t'roiu  mine  eyes." 

So  would  1  spt'uk        die;  uud  in  her  deatli, 

Dying  would  find  my  one  last  rav  of  joy. 

E'en  while  1  cry  ,  nsy  heart  has  sought  her  grave  ; 

And,  hke  a  <love  that  flutters  to  her  nest, 

Sore  wounded,  to  her  dear  ones,  so  do  I 

Phitter  to  her  dear  coffin,  and  he  (iown 

Beneath  the  grass  that  takes  the  dew  of  heaven 

And  rains  it  down  in  pity  on  me.  God 

Grant  me  that,  if  I  may  not  die  with  her,  "  '  ' 

I  live  with  her  again;    Oh,  would  I  were 

One  sod  that  falls  upon  her  coffin,  so 

We  never,  never  should  be  separate. 

In  ancient  times  they  bound  the  parricide 

Unto  the  body  that  he  should  have  loved, 

And  left  him,  living,  to  corruption.  Would 

That  I  could  claim  the  same  dear  law,  and  die 

With  her  lips  fastened  unto  mine — she  dead. 

Alas,  but  I  alive  ! — for  death  through  her 

Is  welcome  as  sweet  showers  to  thirsty  lands. 

Oh,  love!  oh,  life!  oh,  light!  oh.  Heaven  on  Earth! 

Would  He  would  slay  me  on  thy  new-made  grave, 

And  let  me  rest  a  little  while  with  thee! 

IV. 

Pray  God  for  that  one  mercy — that  I  die 

Clasping  her  tombstone.    Is  it  much  to  ask  ? 

I  yield  her  unto  Heaven,  and  am  glad 

That  Heaven  takes  her  from  nie,  giving  me 

Unto  that  Hell  upon  Earth  that  drags  to  Hell : 

Thanking  Him  for  His  curses,  so  that  she 

May  live  and  reign  forever.    So  be  it. 

Could  I  not  give  up  life  and  soul  for  her, 

I  should  not  love  her,    But  I  do  ;  I  do. 

Oh,  grant  me  this,  that  by  her  grave  I  die  ; 

And  dying  give  her  name  unto  the  world 

To  live  forever,  though  I  die — I  die. 

*'  God  gives  us  things  to  love,"  they  say:  what  then, 

If  He  resume  His  gifts  and  take  away; 

And,  having  taught  the  silly  heart  to  learn 

That  love  is  life,  and  without  love  is  death, 

Rend  with  unsparing  hand  each  tie  to  life. 
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AikI  (loom  h'lH  playthingH  to  a  living  tomb? 

Let  others  feign  to  kisH  tlie  lifted  rod, 

Weuring  ahove  their  hitter  lieartK  tlie  face 

Of  resignation  ;  f  cannot  do  ho. 

I'lie  greatness  of  my  sorrow  strips  nie  bare 

Of  all.  the  C(nerings  that  mask  our  life; 

And  slionld  1  say  I  gladly  give  her  up, 

I'd  lie  like  .Judas.    Oh,  my  love!  my  soul  I 

My  only  tie  to  Heaven  or  to  Earth ; 

My  darling,  dearer  than  all  things  most  dear! 

Would  he  would  slay  me  on  thy  new-made  grave. 

And  let  me  rest  a  little  while  with  thee! 


Be  still !    Perhaps  she  hears  me  in  the  grave. 

And  my  lamentings  break  her  angel-sleep ; 

Or  rather  say  she  listens  from  the  Heavens 

And  cannot  sing  his  praises  as  she  would, 

Because  she  hears  m}^  sorrow ;  for  I  know 

He  lets  my  angels  think  of  me,  and  oft 

When  I  have  wept  myself  to  sleep,  He  sends 

Their  faces  to  my  dreaming;  then  I  smile 

And  bless  Him  for  His  mercy,  seeing  them  ; 

And  when  the  sun  peeps  in  and  bids  me  wake, 

I  press  upon  mine  eyelids  with  my  hands 

To  shut  Him  out,  and  keep  them  still  with  me. 

For  angels  vanish  when  the  sunlight  comes. 

And  so  I  know  they  think  of  me  sometime'^, 

And  come,  that  I  may  not  be  desolate ; 

And  I  will  cover  up  my  bitter  woe 

Lest  she  should  see  and  grieve  for  it.    My  own  ! 

I  would  not  vex  thee  in  a  thought !    And  yet 

How  can  I  hide  it,  when  her  heart  and  mine 

Are  one,  and  lie  together  in  one  grave? 

My  love!  my  light!  uiy  life!  my  Heaven  on  Earth 

Mine  yet!  mine  always!    How  we  laugh  to  scorn 

My  rival,  i)etty  tyrant  that  he  is, 

That  clasps  thee  in  the  grave-yard, — knowing  not 

That  hearts  once  joined  by  God,  nor  Death  nor  Hell 

Noi'  aitght  save  (rod  himself,  can  separate; 

And  when  he  gr;is[)H  thee,  that  he  folds  us  both 

in  that.  cmbi'iK-*',  and  presses  us  the  more 
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Clo.sely  together — life  and  heart  and  soul. 
For  Love  is  stronger  still  than  death,  and  breaks 
The  prison  of  the  grave,  and  burns  and  shines 
Above  the  loved  one's  coffin  ;  laughing  at 
The  gloom  of  dank  corruption  ;  seeing  naught 
But  her  who  whilom  lived,  and  moved,  and  loved. 
And  watching  till  the  day  of  judgment,  when 
E'en  death  shall  be  engulphed  in  victory. 
And  love  shall  reign  for  ever.    Oh,  my  life! 
Pray  God  in  Heaven,  as  we  do  pray  on  Earth 
That  He  will  hasten  on  the  glorious  day, 
And  never,  never  separate  us  more. 

VI. 

I  went  into  the  garden  she  had  kept 

And  tended,  ere  the  fell  destroyer  can»e 

To  wither  all  her  grace  (that  cursed  One, 

That  steals  upon  his  victims  like  a  cat. 

And  plays  with  them  and  moiks  their  fruitless  pangs,. 

Looking  from  out  the  bright  brown  eyes  with  fire 

That  shows  the  more  the  two  dark  rings  around, — 

The  rings  that  mark  the  marriage  of  the  grave — 

Painting  the  damask  beauty  of  the  cheek 

With  colors  lovelier  than  health  can  give, 

And  gnawing  at  the  vital  founts  of  breath 

Until  he  slays  his  victim,  inch  by  inch). 

And  there,  amid  the  flowers  she  loved,  I  saw 

Her  very  emblem ;  for  a  damask  rose. 

Giving  her  fragrance  to  the  wooing  air 

From  all  her  glorious  blossoms,  stood  alone 

With  withered  . leaflets — not  one  speck  of  green 

And  bloomed  amid  destruction,  while  the  worm 

Gnawed  daily  at  her  roots.    Oh,  love  !  oh,  life! 

Would  I  could  press  thee  to  my  heart  as  close 

As  I  do  press  this  blossom  that  I  plucked 

From  off"  this  rose-tree  !    Since  thou  could'st  not  live. 

Would  we  had  died  together  I — side  by  side, 

Mocking  the  cruelty  of  Heaven  with  love, 

XJnparted,  unextinguishable  by 

The  grave  where  thou  art  lonely  now,  my  own. 

Yet  do  not  sorrow ;  wait  a  little  while 

And  I  will  join  thee  also — not  as  those 
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Who  dare  not  live  and  bear  their  a^i^ony : 

But  tliere  are  tiiiieH  when  grief  o'erslioots  the  mark, 

And,  wliile  it  probes  tlie  lacerated  heart, 

Sees  suddenly  that  quiver  of  the  nerve 

That  tells  that  all  is  over.    So  make  room, 

Sweet  bride;  for  lo!  my  rival  stands  by  me. 

And  reads  our  marriage-service.    Blessed  Heaven  ! 

And  did  I  call  thee  cruel?    I  was  mad! 

There  is  not  in  thy  richest  mercies  one 

Greater  than  this  thou  grantest — that  I  die. 

Oh,  love!  oil,  life!  oh,  light!  oh,  Heaven  on  Earth! 

Soon  shall  I  come  unto  thy  new-made  grave, 

And  rest  in  peace  a  little  while  with  thee. 

VII. 

Heaven  gains  another  angel ;  so  rejoice." 
Let  Heaven  rejoice  that  gains  her.    We  below: 
Have  none  so  many  that  we  need  be  glad 
When  one  goes  from  us.    She  on  Earth  was  one 
Of  Heaven's  own  angels.    Wherefore  should  she  go 
And  leaves  a  void  behind  her,  to  be  filled, 
Perhaps,  by  devils?    Wherefore  was  she  sent, 
That  we,  in  knowing  all  her  worth,  should  know 
How  great  our  loss  in  losing  her,  and  feel 
Our  gain — of  desolation  ?    Does  a  man 
Rejoice  when  flowers  die  ?  or  rainbows  fade  ? 
Or  when  a  meteor,  filling  all  the  sky 
With  light  too  lovely  for  the  world,  departs 
And  leaves  black  night  behind  it?    Why,  what  fools 
Are  all  those  would-be  comforters — (what's  this 
That  stills  my  woe  and  speaks  instead  ?) — that  think 
"They  can  relieve  the  grief  that  God  Himself 
"  Waits  long  before  He  handles,  leaving  it 
"  To  weary  out  its  madness  ere  He  speaks ; 
"  And  even  then  He  speaks  in  lowest  tones, 
*' Touching  the  sore,  that  shrinks  from  ev'ry  touch, 

With  fingers  gentler  than  a  mother's,  while 
"  He  soothes  the  wilful  child,  and  shows  it  that 
*''She  is  not  dead,  but  sleepeth';  pointing  out 
"  The  loved  one's  finger  l>eckoning  her  love 
"With  oyoH  of  which  the  light  of  Heaven  shines, 
"  To  come  and  join  her  in  her  praise  of  Him." 
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And  when  rebellion  at  tlie  siirlit  is  still, 
And  all  the  8011I  grows  calnu'r,  though  it  yearns 
To  join  her  on  the  instant,  thon  who  speak'st 
In  words  that  lay  niy  sorrow,  say  what  then? 
"  Then  when  the  heart  will  hear  His  word,  He  speaks 
More  plainly,  saying  '  Learn  to  sulfer  first. 
And  so  to  strive  with  Me,  that  Joy  and  Peace 
May  reign  at  last  upon  my  vexed  earth  ' ; 
^  And  thus  the  child  goes  forth  to  do,  and  bear 
^'  All  things  his  Father  willeth,  with  the  calm 
"Of  holy  sorrow  nestling  at  his  heart. 
Until  the  end  arriveth.    Then  our  G01I 
Clasps  him  in  close  embraces,  whispering: 
"  'Oh,  child!  oh,  dearest  child!  and  didst  thou  think 
Thy  Father  wounded  thee  except  in  love?' 
While  those  who  stand  around  the  dying  bed 
"  Draw  nearer,  and  behold  with  joyful  awe 
A  placid  smile  upon  the  dead  man's  face." 


Said  I  not  well  my  loved  one  came  to  me? 

She  came  amid  my  madness.    Oh,  my  God, 

Forgive  me  all  my  murmurs.    Let  me  live. 

And  live  to  do  thy  bidding.    Let  me  be 

A  beacon  in  life's  tempest.  Wheresoe'er 

Hearts  break  beneath  their  heavy  weight  of  woe, 

There  send  me.  Lord,  and  teach  me  what  to  say, 

That  Thou,  not  I,  may'st  comfort.    Oh,  my  love. 

Leave  not  the  Heaven  again  to  soothe  my  grief, 

But  sing  His  praise  who  doeth  all  things  well;, 

Until  I  join  Thee ;  looking  down,  at  times. 

To  see  me  toiling  up  the  hills  to  thee. 

Hear  me,  0  earth !  0  seas !  0  rocks !  0  vales ! 

And  echo  forth  the  summons,  "  Ye  who  mourn, 

Your  Lord  has  need  of  you  to  comfort  those 

Whom  He  has  wounded ;  therefore,  come  with  me. 

T  see  a  cross  that  stands  on  Calvary, 

With  little  ones  beneath  it.    Take  them  up; 

Each  one  his  brother's.    Rise  and  let  us  go." 

Oh,  love!  oh,  life!  oh,  light!  oh.  Heaven  in  Heaven! 

Our  love  shall  triumph  through  the  love  of  God. 

Wait  but  a  little  while.    I  come  to  the<^ 
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Red  geraniums  on  the  snow. 

That  covers  thy  resting  place,  lost  love  I 
The  mouldering  dust  of  earth  below, 

And  the  glory  and  flnsh  of  earth  above ! 
Lie  there,  die  there,  beautiful  flowers. 

As  she  lies  there  who  is  long  since  dead} 
Wither  and  droop  in  your  bud's  first  hours. 

As  she  was  withered  ere  youth  had  fled. 
Red  geraniums  on  her  breast, 

Red  geraniums  at  her  feet. 
Breathe  out  your  lives  o'er  her  last  long  rest,. 

While  over  your  blossoms  the  breezes  beat 
The  under-notes  of  the  old  refrain. 

That  evermore  echoes  ags  in  and  again : 
"  Love  that  hath  us  in  the  net. 
Can  he  pass,  and  we  forget  ? 
Many  suns  arise  and  set ; 
Many  a  change  the  years  beget." 
Red  geraniums  on  the  snow, 
Answer  for  me  to  the  sleeper  below, — 
Through  many  suns  that  have  risen  and  set. 
Have  I  forgotten  ?  or  do  I  forget  ? 

II. 

Have  I  forgotten  the  hopes  and  fears 

That  stirred  all  my  heart  in  the  by-gone  years  ? 

Have  I  forgotten  the  graceful  head 

That  has  lain  so  long  in  its  lowly  bed  ? 

Have  I  forgotten  the  dreams  of  old, 

Or  the  tender  tale  that  so  oft  is  told  ? 

Have  I  forgotten  the  dull  despair 

That  fro/c  me  to  stone  when  they  laid  thee  there? 

Red  goraiiiuniH  on  the  snow 

Dying  above  iier,  answer  "  no." 
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III. 

Have  T  forgotten  the  storms  witliin. 

The  weary  and  shameful  load  of  sit), 

When  all  my  bitter  and  darkened  life 

Was  a  meaningless  dream  and  an  aimless  strife, — 

When  the  heart  within  was  as  hard  as  the  rock. 

And  the  soul  was  a  barren  and  fruitless  stock  ? 

Have  I  forgotten  the  horrible  days 

Of  a  life  that  had  neither  prayer  nor  praise? 

Have  I  forgotten  the  mournful  night 

In  the  which  I  stumbled,  nor  missed  the  light? 

0  animal  life  1    0  heart  of  stone  1 

O  the  sin  of  the  days  that  are  gone ! 

Dust  and  ashes  upon  my  head 

As  I  lay  these  flowers  above  thy  bed ! 

IV. 

Why  do  I  talk  of  such  things  to  thee. 

Things  that  thou  sawest  not,  could'st  not  see  ? 

For  the  veil  of  the  Holy  of  Holies  is  spread 

'Twixt  the  sins  of  the  living  and  rest  of  the  dead ; 

But  whenever  the  Mighty  One  goes  to  war 

The  portals  of  Heaven  are  left  ajar ; 

Whenever  the  lost  is  found  again 

The  veil  of  the  Temple  is  rent  in  twain. 

That  saints  and  angels  may  see  from  above 

The  victory  of  the  Redeemer's  love. 

Earth's  sins  and  struggles  are  not  for  the  blest 

To  break  the  repose  of  their  blissful  rest. 

But  the  triumph  o'er  sin,  and  the  victory. 

Are  known  at  the  foot  of  the  Throne  on  high. 

Should  I  forget  the  thorn-crowned  face? 

Should  I  forget  the  waiting  grace. 

The  patient  waiting  in  Love's  own  strengh 

That  watched  me,  and  hedged  me,  and  won  at  length. 

Till  I  stand  to-day,  lost  love,  by  thy  grave. 

Thy  partner  in  Fim  who  is  mighty  to  save? 

Love  that  hath  us  in  His  net 

Shall  He  pass,  or  we  forget? 

Blood-red  blossoms  upon  the  snow. 

For  thee  and  for  me,  shall  answer  "  no." 
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V. 

Do  I  forget  tliat,  as  <l;iys  rolled  on, 

And  the  fir.st  mad  au^ruisli  and  pain  were  gone, 

In  tenderent  love,  iM>t  bitterest  wrath, 

He  walled  me  around,  and  hedged  in  my  path? 

Thick  were  tlie  thorns,  and  few  were  the  flowern, 

That  grew  in  my  ways  in  the  ly-gone  hunrn ; 

But  the  thorns  that  were  in  them  myself  had  sown, 

And  the  flowers  tliat  blossomed  He  gave  alone. 

Till  I,  that  cried  out,  Avhen  tlion  were  dead. 

That  the  glory  and  joy  of  life  liad  fled. 

Found  my  stony  desert  and  sky  of  gloom 

As  the  garden  of  Eden  brighten  and  bloom  ; 

And  the  love  and  the  hope  I  had  lost  in  tliee, 

Come  back  at  His  bidding  again  to  me. 

\u 

Do  I  forget  as  I  stand  at  thy  feet 

The  glory  and  crown  that  have  come  on  my  life? 
Do  I  forget  by  the  graveside  sweet. 

The  love  and  the  honor  I  bear  to  my  wife? 
Do  I  forget  all  her  love  and  trust? 

Or  is  there  a  thouglit,  or  a  hope,  or  a  prayer. 
As  I  bend  for  a  little  while  over  thy  dust. 

That  the  wife  of  my  heart  may  not  know  and  share 
Did  I  forget  these,  each  bud  I  fling 

In  tender  menjory  o'er  thy  head 
Would  be  to  my  soul  a  bitterest  sting. 

And  an  injury,  foul  and  base,  to  the  dead. 
I  love  thee  better  by  loving  her  best: 

For  I  know  in  my  heart  that  the  time  will  come 
When  we  sliall  be  gathered  in,  too,  to  our  rest. 

And  thou  wilt  be  there  to  welcome  us  home: 
And  well  I  ween  that  thou,  sweet,  dost  know, 

With  thy  clearer  knowledge  of  tilings  above. 
What  the  true  heart  seeth  but  dimly  below, — 

That  there  are  no  limits  or  bounds  for  love; 
That  the  earthly  loves  which  He  takes  away. 

He  replaces  again  with  a  lavish  hand. 
Giving  them  fresh  from  day  to  day. 

To  draw  us  to  Him  with  a  growing  hand  : 


TU'KN'IV    ^•|';AI!S  Al'TKI! 


And  hftwovor  our  lixcs  may  he  (ciiipesl-tosscd. 
And  lu)\vt.'vi.'i'  on  ciii'tli  wo  may  make  (,)iir  moan, 

Not  a  link  of  that  chain  shall  ho  missing  or  lost 
When  we  gather  in  Heaven  aiuund  the  Throne. 

Day  by  day  are  fresh  liidvs  l»t'gnn, 

But,  though  they  he  many,  the  chain  is  one. 

vn. 

Ked  geraniums  on  the  snow  ! 

Tell  her  that  naught  have  I  forgot, 
Be  it  of  weal,  or  he.  it  of  woe, 

That  has  darkened  or  lightened  upon  my  lot. 
Least  of  all  through  tlie  stretch  of  years 

Have  I  forgotten  love's  loyalty; 
And  the  lessons  it  teaches  in  smiles  and  tears, 

riearn,  and  am  learning  until  1  die. 


EVENING  HYMN. 


EVENING  HYMN. 


Thou,  whose  never-sleeping  eye 
Pierce8  through  obscurity, 
And  whose  never-ending  love 
Guards  thy  children  from  above, 
Now  I  lay  me  down  to  rest ; 
Bless  me,  and  I  shall  be  blest! 
Watch  me.  Father,  till  I  wake ; 
Keep  me  for  my  Saviour's  sake. 

Father  I  through  the  now  past  day 
Oft  thy  child  has  gone  astray ; 
Yet,  for  Thou  canst  look  within. 
See  repentence  for  my  sin ; 
Human  frailty  Thou  dost  know — 
What  I  would  not  that  I  do: 
Father,  e'en  in  justice  mild, 
Pardon  me,  thine  erring  child. 

So,  when  I  mine  eyelids  close. 
Thy  great  love  shall  give  repose ; 
Silent  night  shall  bring  no  fear. 
Since  I  know  that  Thou  art  near. 
Though  Thy  thunders  all  around. 
Rave  along  the  trembling  ground, 
I  shall  hear  my  Saviour  cry — 
Be  not  fearful,  it  is  I." 

But,  should  pain  and  agony 
Keep  awako  the  weary  eye, 
And  the  ,s(ilhift^H  Necni  more  f^lill. 
And  the  darkncHK  full  of  ill, — 
Tlirougii  the  black  and  solemn  night, 
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Till  the  happy  niovning  light, 
Let  thine  angelt^  from  above 
Be  witli  me  and  all  I  love.  , 

And,  when  near  eternity. 

Sterner  night  shall  close  on  me. 

And  the  hard  and  laboured  breath 

Cease  at  the  approach  of  death, 

Thou,  who  carn'8t  on  earth  to  save. 

Father!    Conquerer  of  the  Grave  ! 

In  Thine  arms,  though  friends  may  weep, 

Hiif*h  Thy  little  one  to  yleep. 


TO  A  MISSI()\;kRV. 


TO  A  MISSIONAliV. 


"Ministers  of  God — in  much  paficnco,  in  afflictions,  in  necessities^ 
in  distresset^." — 2  Corinthians,  vi.  4. 

Servant  of  God,  speed  on!    The  gale 
Howls  for  its  victim,  an(i  the  wave. 
In  many  a  watery  vale 

Spreads  wide  a  yawning  grave  I 

Far  off,  the  land  looms  dim  !    The  sea, 

Tipped  with  huge  clots  of  snow-white  foaniy 
Leaps  in  its  maddened  glee 
Between  thee  and  thy  home. 

That  home  where  often,  wandering  free. 
Thou,  in  the  dark  old  forest  glade. 
Beneath  some  rugged  tree, 
In  laughing  boyhood  played. 

E'en  yet  thy  memory  recalls  v 
Thine  aged  father's  honored  face — 
The  old,  the  well-hown  halls — 
Thy  mother's  last  embrace ; 

The  silent  valley,  and  the  hill 

Where  the  last  sunbeam  loved  to  stay 
The  forest  and  the  rill 

Low  murmuring  on  its  way. 

Yes  I  on  thy  heart  reniembered  all. 
Companions  of  thy  woe  and  weal, 
Like  shadows  on  the  wall, 
How  noiselessly  they  steal ! 

Or  thee  the  terrors  of  tlie  land 
Await :  The  howling  wilderness  ; 
'  Wild  Afric's  toi-rid  sund  ; 

Thirst,  famine,  luid  distress. 


A  SUMMER  DAY-DREAM. 


A  SUMMER  DAY-DREAM. 


Here,  where  I  lie  in  rest  outspread 
With  mossy  carpet  girt  around, 

The  great  trees  green  above  my  head. 
And  flowers  bespangle  all  the  ground. 

Low,  drowsy  murmurs  go  and  come 
Among  the  spikelets  of  the  pines  : 

Close  by  I  hear  the  wild  bees  hum 
'Mid  strawberry  and  arbutus  vines. 

Above  my  head  the  woodpecker 
Drives  coffin  nails  in  giant  boles  ; 

And  all  the  maples  are  astir 

With  clear-pitched  notes  of  orioles. 

And  somewhere  near,  I  know  not  where. 
But,  like  the  voices  of  a  dream. 

Far  off,  yet  near,  the  hazy  air 

Shakes  with  the  laughter  of  a  stream  ; 

A  little  noisy  rill,  that  brawls 

In  mimic  cataracts  through  the  woods. 
And  whirls  its  pebbles  over  falls 

Of  inches  into  inch-deep  floods. 

I  cannot  see  it,  but  the  ear 

Can  track  its  thousand  fantasies. 

Now  rippling  on  distinct  and  clear. 
Now  loud  with  petulant  little  cries ; 

I  know  that,  as  it  flows  along 

With  dancing  sand-specks  in  its  train, 
Some  stone  has  jarred  upon  its  song. 

And  turned  its  gold-motes  back  again : 

And  there  it  thrusts,  and  pants,  and  raves, 
(As  we  too  rave  o'er  little  woes). 

Till  myriad  foam-drops  fleck  its  waves 
And  gather,  whirling,  round  its  throes. 
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But  hark  !  a  ru.sh,  a  fairy  cry, 
A  cra^h,  along  its  water-ways, 

And  all  its  rage  and  agony 
Are  drowned  in  songs  of  peace  and  praise 

 There  comes  a  butterfly  and  flits 

To  yonder  fern-top's  dizzy  height, 
Folds  for  a  while  his  wings,  and  sits, 
Then  shakes  them,  quivering,  in  the  light 

And  dallies  with  the  sunbeam's  kiss. 
And  shuts  his  wings,  and  opes  again, 

In  such  great  ecstacy  of  bliss 
It  almost  seems  a  throb  of  pain 

So  fair  !  so  frail  !  so  weak  1  so  strong 
For  happiness  in  little  things  1 

So  mute  !  yet  e'en  the  voice  of  song 
Sounds  poor,  by  those  Sving-quiverings 

Hither  and  thither,  in  and  out 
Amid  the  wilderness  of  grass, 

The  little  ants,  a  busy  rout. 
In  never-ending  concourse  pass. 

And  as  I  watched  them  hurrying  by 
With  eager  footsteps  to  and  fro, 

I  seem  to  wonder  lazily 

What  mighty  passion  moves  them  so. 

Not  love,  nor  anger  ;  each  alone 
Pursues  his  independent  way  ; 

None  gather  by  some  corner  stone 
To  pass  in  scandal  half  the  day. 

Nor  see  I  in  tfie  varying  throng 

That  passes  and  repasses  by, 
Some  portly  insect  pace  along. 

Slow-stepped,  in  wealth's  own  dignity. 

Some  aim  directs  the  zigzagged  ways 

Of  all  the  insect  multitude  ; 
Some  business  that  allows  no  stays. 

Some  pleasure  eagerly  pursued. 

And  yet,  methinka  their  rush  of  feet 
Is  with  a  stronger  passion  rife, 

And  through  their  slender  pulses  beat 
The  dancings  of  the  joy  of  life. 
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Ill  secret  haunts  of  sweet  perfume 
To  work  or  play  the  liours  away, 

Oompanions  of  a  world  of  bloom, 
And  flower-shaded  from  the  day. 

To  feel  the  tangled  grasses  stirred 
With  the  cool  breeze's  soft  caress. 

And  hear,  high  up,  the  brooding  bird. 
Croon  little  notes  of  tenderness. 

And  'mid  such  scenes  as  these  to  take 
And  do  their  work,  however  small. 

For  Him  who  made  ant,  flower  and  brake 
And  loves  the  service  of  them  all. 

And  as  in  deepest  sympathy 
With  all  this  little  world  i  lie. 

The  same  strange  spell  comes  too  on  me, 
And  pierces  me  with  ecstacy. 

So  great,  that  when  I  fain  would  seek 
For  words,  they  loom  up  faint  and  dim  ; 

And  well  I  ween  them  all  too  weak 

For  simplest  notes  of  Life's  glad  hymn. 

'O  Lord,  omnipotent  I  how  just. 

How  stong  in  love  are  all  Thy  ways. 

Who  peoplest  e'en  a  grain  of  dust. 

And  from  such  worlds  perfectest  praise ! 
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CHILDHOOD. 


Blushes  are  now  on  the  snow 

Where  the  Western  sun  is  dying, 
And  night  comes  creeping  above  and  below. 

And  the  evening  breeze  is  sighing; 
I  sit  by  my  little  one's  bed  ♦ 

Watching  her  quiet  sleep, 
While  around  on  the  fire-lit  wall  and  o'erhead 

The  flickering  shadows  creep ; 

Watching  the  blaze  that  streams 

From  the  ruddy  lips  of  the  fire. 
And  my  child  that  sleeps,  while  its  mother  dreams 

Of  her  darling  babe  and  its  sire — 
What  in  the  days  to  come. 

Shall  my  own  little  one  be  ? 
The  pride  and  the  joy  of  her  happy  home, 

And  her  God's  to  eternity  ? 

How  sweetly  the  downcast  lid 

On  the  sleeping  eye  reposes. 
And  the  bloom  of  her  cheek,  half  seen,  half  hid. 

Gleams  like  the  buds  of  roses. 
The  little  hand  is  at  rest. 

Under  the  golden  hair. 
And  the  snow-white  coverlet  over  her  breast 

Seems  scarce  with  her  breath  to  stir. 

What  does  my  baby  see, 

That  a  smile  comes  over  her  face? 
Does  my  pretty  one  think  of  her  father  and  me. 

And  her  little  sister's  grace  ? 
What  childish  fancy  pleases  her  now 

That  she  looks  so  sweet  and  mild, 
And  brightens  up  from  lip  to  brow, 

With  the  grave  calm  smile  of  a  child  ? 
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A  smile,  and  nothing  more, 

Quiet  and  soft,  and  seldom  seen. 
Stealing  like  summer  breezes  o'er. 

And  leaving  the  baby  face  serene  ; 
A  ripple  upon  the  wave. 

Fading  away  in  the  joy  of  its  birth. 
And  leaving  the  water  calm  and  grave. 

In  a  beauty  not  known  by  earth. 

Is  she  not  mine,  God-given  ? 

And  now,  when  she  laughs  in  her  dreams,  I  know 
Her  angel  speaks  with  her  Father  in  heaven. 

Of  her  who  sees  Him  in  visions  below  : 
I  gaze  with  awe,  and  with  half-stayed  breath, 

For  methinks,  not  faintly  shadowed,  I  trace 
The  peace  that  I  pray  may  be  hers  till  death, 

And  the  joy  that  rests  on  an  angel's  face. 
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Oh,  let  iiie  dream  for  awhile 
Under  the  winter  sky. 

Dream  of  the  light  of  a  vanished  smile, 
And  the  hope  of  a  day  gone  by  : 

Dream  of  a  lovely  face. 

And  the  grace  of  a  lovely  head, 

And  the  form  that  I  clasped  in  a  fond  embrace- 
Let  me  dream  for  awhile  of  the  dead. 

Dead  !  can  it  be  I  am  here 

Whispering  this  to  my  heart  ? 
Dead  ?  and  I  have  not  one  welcome  tear 

To  soften  the  inward  smart  ? 
Dead  !  and  I  cannot  pray, 

For  I  think  of  my  love  that  is  gone. 
And  the  hope  that  was  withered  in  one  short  day 

Has  blasted  my  heart  to  stone. 

What  have  I  left  but  to  dream 

Of  my  love  that  is  laid  in  her  rest. 
To  live  as  I  lived,  for  my  life's  years  seem 

But  an  empty  ..dream  at  the  best? 
Everything  round  is  still, 

And  white  as  a  new  made  shroud. 
From  the  snow-clad  lea  to  the  pines  on  the  hill,. 

And  the  fleecy  veil  of  the  cloud. 

Here  on  the  snow  I  lie 

Seeking  a  balm  for  care, 
Looking  up  to  the  blank  of  the  sky 

And  the  blue  of  the  fathomless  air. 
Hark!  how  the  chill  winds  wail. 

And  sliivci-  and  iiioanjn  their  flight, 
What  a  d("|)lli  (»(■  woe  in  the  sorrowful  tale 

Tliey  tell  in  the  ear  of  night. 
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What  is  it  that  makes  them  sad  ? 

Do  thev  miss  the  grace  of  the  flowers? 
And  sio  h  for  the  time  when  their  breath  was  glad 

With  the  aweets  of  the  summer  hours. 
Ye  do  well,  chill  winds,  to  rave, 

For  the  day  of  your  brides  has  fled. 
The  earth  lies  heavy  and  cold  on  their  grave, 

They  are  dead  and  she  too  is  dead  ! 

II. 

Swoon  into  sleep,  oh  Night, 

For  the  air  is  heavy  and  still. 
And  the  shimmering  glance  of  the  moonbeam's  light 

Comes  down  with  a  deadly  chill. 
Oh  sink,  pale  orb,  in  the  west, 

Sink  down  in  the  west  till  I  see 
Her  who  lies  cold  in  her  last  long  rest. 

Waiting  alone  for  me. 
Last  eve  in  my  dreams  the  veil 

Of  the  frost-bound  earth  was  gone. 
And  I  saw  her  lying  all  cold  and  pale 

Like  an  angel  fashioned  in  stone  : 
IThe  glance  that  could  give  me  life 

Was  asleep  in  the  downcast  eye, 
But  the  rose  of  thy  lips,  oh  lov«,  oh  wife  ! 

Was  bright  with  a  smile  from  on  high. 
How  sweet  was  her  calm  repose 

And  the  smile  that  told  of  Heaven, 
No  passion,  no  tear,  no  fears,  no  woes, 

But  the  bliss  of  sin  forgiven. 
I  heard  the  flakes  of  thes  now 

Fall  soft  through  the  winter  air. 
And  the  foul  worm  crawl  from  his  couch  below. 

But  I  knew  that  her  God  was  there. 

There,  in  the  silent  grave. 

Whence  everything  else  has  fled. 
Was  the  presence  of  Him  who  had  died  to  save, 

Watching  the  sleep  of  the  dead. 
There  was  the  Lord  of  Hosts 

Guarding  the  rest  of  my  sweet. 
And  Death,  with  his  conqueror's  pride  and  boasts. 

Crouched  down  at  her  Father's  feet. 
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Let  me  dream  thus  again 

Seeing  her  under  the  sward  : 
What  better  relief  for  my  heavy  j^ain. 

Than  to  know  her  there  with  her  Lord? 
Farewell  for  a  time,  dear  love, 

Methinks  I  have  much  to  learn 
For  a  strange  light  moves  in  the  heavens  above, 

And  a  voice  that  bids  me  return. 

III. 

Over  all  the  shrouded  mountain  reigns  the  death-like  calm  of  sleep 
Hushed  the  murmur  of  the  fountain,  and  the  winds  have  ceased  to  weep, 
Not  a  moan  or  voice  of  sighing  echoes  through  the  silent  night, 
And  the  western  moon  lies  dying  in  a  flood  of  silver  light : 

But  where  yonder  stars  reclining  on  their  thrones  gleam  bright  and  clear 
Strange  mysterious  rays  are  shining,  and  a  rustle  strikes  my  ear. 
Comes  a  whisper  pure  and  saintly,  as  of  angels  speaking  low, 
Comes  a  lustre  pale  and  faintly,  gleaming  o'er  the  sparkling  snow. 

Now  retreating,  now  advancing,  seeming  now  to  faint  and  die. 
Tongues  of  lambent  fire  are  glancing  o'er  the  azure  of  the  sky. 
Rustling  as  the  flags  when  nation  meeteth  nation  in  the  fight, 
Lo  !  the  wonder  of  creation  1  lo !  the  solemn  Northern  Light ! 

Once  I  heard  its  wondrous  story,  and  it  fell  upon  my  soul 
Full  of  might  and  awful  glory,  like  the  sound  where  planets  roll, 
Bearing  me  where  Jordan  poureth  doM^n  his  waters  with  a  shout, 
And  the  palm  tree  upward  soareth,  and  the  desert  opens  out, 

Back  through  all  the  lapse  of  ages  to  the  bygone  days  of  old, 
Turning  over  Hist'ry's  pages,  rich  with  purer  wealth  than  gold, 
When  with  travel  worn  and  weary,  torn  with  many  an  anxious  pang, 
Slept  through  all  the  midnight  dreary,  he  from  whom  a  nation  sprang 

In  his  dreams  (as  I  am  dreaming)  there  he  saw  a  wond'rous  stair, 
Formed  of  waving  fire  and  streaming  through  the  regions  of  the  air, 
Thoughts  of  earth  and  heaven  blending  in  its  flood  of  loving  light. 
And  the  angel  shapes,  descending  and  ascending  through  the  night  ; 

As  he  rose  the  morn  was  breaking,  and  its  glories  bathed  his  head — 
"  God  was  with  me  till  my  waking  and  I  knew  it  not,"  he  said, 
"  God  was  near  mc  and  around  me,  and  I  heard  the  angel's  song, 
"  But  the  sleep  of  Earth  had  bound  me,  and  its  chain  was  very  strong. 
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But  the  dream  has  left  its  traces,  and  the  ladder  gleams  on  high 
When  the  northern  meteor  races  o'er  the  sleeping  of  the  sky. 
And  the  souls  of  the  departed,  whispering  in  the  rustling  air, 
Speak  unto  the  broken-hearted  comfort  in  their  dull  despair. 

And  our  God  is  always  nigh  us,  nigh  in  every  time  and  spot. 
Though  his  presence  sweepeth  by  us,  and  we  dream  and  know  it  not, 
Lo!  my  wife  is  in  the  Heaven,  though  her  clay  be  'neath  the  sward. 
And  the  sleep  of  earth  i?  riven  in  the  Bethel  of  the  Lord. 


WOKK: 


Ever  there  goeth  up  to  the  heavens  the  same  sad  tale, — 

The  complaint  of  weakness,  seeking  relief  in  a  womanish  wail; 

And  hearts  borne  down  in  life's  war,  with  troubles  and  griefs  opppressed, 

Send  up  the  querulous  cry  of  weariness,  asking  for  rest. 

Rest !  there  is  none  but  in  labor,  for  labor  alone  bringeth  peace ; 
And  the  mind  that  is  wearied  with  toil  hath  bidden  is  sorrows  cease. 
Away  with  the  maudlin  doctrines  they  fain  would  teach  in  schools. — 
Dreams  of  philosophers,  follies  of  women,  ravings  of  fools. 

Work  ye  1  for  all  things  work, — the  greatest  as  well  as  the  small ; 
E'en  He,  the  Mighty  One,  toiled, — the  Lord  and  Creator  of  all, — 
When  through  the  gathered  darkness  of  ages  the  mandate  came. 
And  the  sun  shone  on  boiling  seas,  and  mountains  that  melted  in  flame- 

Is  there  no  other  refuge  ?    None :  what  else  would  we  crave  ? 

Love  may  be  lasting,  or  not,  and  friendship  be  broke  by  the  grave. 

Everything  else  bringeth  sorrow, — love,  hatred,  or  hope,  or  fear. 

But  the  soul  that  lives  only  in  work,  neither  trouble  nor  woe  comethnear. 

Set  ye  to  work  with  a  will  1    The  anchor  that  drags  on  the  sands 
Is  raised  by  the  cheerful  song  that  lends  strength  to  the  sturdy  hands ; 
And  the  curse  that,  when  Adam  fell,  was  first  pronounced  on  the  sod. 
Sturdily  grappled  with,  yieldeth  rest, — the  blessing  of  God. 
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The  heavens  are  telHng  of  Thy  glory,  Lord ! 

The  firmament  declares  Thy  power  Most  High  t. 
From  rocky  crag,  from  flower-bestudded  sward, 

A  song  of  triumph  lings  into  the  sky  : 
A  song  that  echoes  through  the  boundless  space 
Where  angels  bow  the  knee  and  veil  the  face ; 
Methinks  I  hear  it  now — 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  the  cry, 
"  Lord  Gcd,  art  Thou," 

II. 

All  round  the  dawn  comes  blushing  from  the  sea. 

The  great  white  clouds  are  edged  with  gold  and  red 
And  still  the  flaming  daylight  silently 

Creeps  on  and  on,  and  glances  over  head. 
The  sun 

Comes  from  the  bridal  chambers  of  the  east, 
(Leaving  awhile  the  highly  favored  lands 

Where  rivers  run 
By  groves  of  spice  trees  over  golden  sands. 

Mirroring  on  their  way 
The  glory  of  the  huge  earth-shaking  beast, 

And  gorgeous  pheasants,  and  the  yellow  gleam 
Of  tawny  tigers  waiting  for  their  prey  ;) 
Until  his  beam 
Wakes  up  anew  from  rest 
The  towns  and  cornfields  of  the  sleeping  west. 
And  gilding  all  the  sullen  mountain  brow, 
Proclairiis  Thy  praise  : 

"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  cry  his  rays, 
"  Lord  God,  art  Thou  1" 
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III. 

He  sinks  to  rest,  and  over  all  the  plains 

Night  spreads  her  dusky  mantle,  tinged  with  grey, 
All  things  are  still,  and  solemn  silence  reigns, 
Save  where  the  moon  pursues  her  endless  way. 

The  raving  of  the  deep 
Dies  in  a  hollow  murmur,  and  the  breeze. 

Wearied  with  playing,  rocks  itself  to  sleep 

Among  the  tresses  of  the  trees  ; 
But  where  the  great  round  moon,  in  floods  of  light 
Like  molten  silver,  surges  on  the  night. 

The  angels  hear  her  song  of  praise,  and  bow 
With  reverence  as  she  sweeps  along  : 

"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  her  song, 
«  Lord  God,  art  Thou." 

IV. 

He  giveth  snow  like  wool,  and  sendeth  forth 

Hoar  frost  like  ashes  ;  and  the  crystal  spears 
Of  diamond-pointed  ice,  from  out  the  North, 

Come  at  his  mandate,  and  the  frozen  tears 
Of  Heaven  drop  down  like  morsels.    At  His  word 

They  melt  away  like  vapour,  so 

He  bloweth  with  his  winds,  and  lo  ! 
The  sparkling  rills  beneath  the  ice  interred 

Rise  from  the  dead,  and  myriad  waters  flow  : 
And  ever  as  they  rush  into  the  sea. 

From  cataract  leaping  down  the  mountain  brow 
And  little  brooks  that  babble  through  the  lea 

Still  the  same  melody  I 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  do  they  cry, 
"  Lord  God,  art  Thou." 

V. 

Deep  m  the  bosom  of  the  snow-clad  plai  n 
To  outward  seeming  dead, 
The  little  grain  . 
Hides  in  the  lap  of  Earth  its  buried  head. 

No  sounds  disturb  its  quiet :  not  the  light, 
Laden  with  life  and  heat,  can  bid  it  rise 
From  out  the  darkness  of  its  night 
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Unto  the  loving  skies  : 
The  air 

All  chilled  and  frozen,  passes  o'er  its  tomb, 

But  comes  not  nigh,  and  yet  within  the  gloom 
Thou,  Lord,  are  there 
Watching  (for  naught  is  small  before  Thine  eyes, 

And  Thine  all  loving  care 
Is  over  all  Thy  works)  the  little  seed. 
Until  the  time  come  when  it  shall  be  freed, 
And  then 

Thou  call'st  it  forth,  and  lo !  the  pale  green  blade 
Has,  having  heard  Thy  iiiandate.  Lord,  obeyed. 
And,  in  the  sight  of  men. 
Has  lifted  up  its  tender  head,  and  now 

Joins  in  the  universal  symphony, 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  the  cry, 
"Lord  God,  art  Thou." 


VI. 

And  so 

Thy  winds  come  to  it,  and  the  heavens  o'erflow 

With  untold  riches  on  it,  dropping  down 
A  wealth  of  fatness  on  the  golden  crown 

Of  ripening  ears  that  catch  the  summer  sun. 
And  drink  in  turn  the  dews  of  eve,  until 
The  appointed  time  be  run. 
And  fertile  hill 
And  plain  are  smiling  with  the  yellow  corn  ; 
The  morn 

Gleams  on  them,  as  it  glances  on  the  sea 
That  ripples  in  the  sunlight,  and  the  night 

Brings  in  upon  the  lea 
The  full  orb'd  harvest  moon  in  floods  of  light. 

And  from  the  rugged  bough 
Of  elms  beside  the  corn,  the  robin  sings 

Thy  praise,  oh  (*od  of  all  created  things, 

Joining  the  melody. 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  the  cry, 
"  Lord  God,  art  Thou." 
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VII. 

The  Heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  oh  Most  High — 
No  speech,  no  language  dwells  among  the  host 
Of  starry  worlds  that  make  in  Thee  their  boast, 
Yet  from  the  boundless  sky, 
"Where  myriad  planets  in  their  orbits  roll. 
Through  all  the  lands 
Their  sound  goes  forth  with  power,  from  pole  to  pole. 
To  Arctic  snows  and  torrid  sands, 
Where,  when  the  fiery  day 
Dies  slowly  from  the  thirsty  sod. 
The  hungry  lions  roaring  for  their  prey 
Seek  food  from  thee,  0  God. 
The  sea 

Lifts  up  his  tossing  waves  on  high,  and  roars 

A  diapason  of  deep  melody 
With  crash  on  crash  upon  the  sounding  shores 

That  thunder  back  again 

The  never-dying  strain 
"  All  Thy  works  praise  Thee,  Earth  and  Heaven  abort 

"  From  day  to  day,  and  hour  or  hour 
"  Give  thanks  unto  Thee  for  Thine  endless  love 

"  And  boundless  power  : 
"  All  Thy  works  praise  Thee  :  good  it  is  and  right 
"  That  we  should  laud  Thy  name  by  day  and  night. 
Most  Powerful  ! 

"  Most  Merciful  !  * 
"  Most  Holy  Lord  !  that  through  eternity 

"  Shall  reign  when  we 

"  Shall  cease  to  be  ; 
"  Yet  till  the  time  be  come  when  we  shall  die, 

"  With  loving  awe  before  Thy  throne  we  bow 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  all  things  cry, 

"  Lord  God,  art  thou." 
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Deep  night  on  the  dreaming  8ky — 

Night,  frost-struck,  sleeping  in  deadly  cliill, 
No  cloud,  nor  phantom  of  mist  on  high, 

And  crisp  snow  sparkling  on  vale  and  hill : 
The  great  moon  glares,  as  a  dead  man's  eye 

Gleams  in  its  passionless  winter  bound, 
The  stars  as  the  frost  comes  sweejoing  by 

Shimmer  and  shake  in  the  blue  profound, 
And  the  voice  of  silence  all  around. 

Coming  from  near  and  coming  from  far. 
From  frozen  river,  and  ice  veiled  scar. 

Is  droning  into  the  listening  ear 
"  Lo  !  Death  is  here !" 

11. 

Death !  for  the  old  year  dies. 

The  sad  old  year  that  brought  us  woe ; 
Place  for  the  next !    Let  another  arise. 

And  let  the  old  year  go. 
Why  should  we  mourn  ?    He  brought  us  naught 

But  days  with  trouble  and  sorrow  fraught, 
And  cares  that  fed  on  the  heart  within, 
And  sin. 

Let  him  go. 

III. 

Death  I  for  the  old  year  dies  1 

Toll,  oh  bells,  till  the  time  be  past. 
Ring  it  out  to  the  pitying  skies. 

The  dear  old  year  is  flitting  fast. 
The  dear,  dear  year — our  year — shall  we 

Ever  have  such  another  as  he  ? 
Grant  that  his  days  were  tempest-wild 

His  very  birth  with  sorrow  begun. 
The  Father,  because  He  loves  the  child, 

Chastenb  His  son. 
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IV. 

oil  dear  sad  year,  and  must  Ave  part, 
Sad  year,  in  which  I  saw  my  love 
Mount  to  a  happier  realm  above, 
Leaving  behind  a  broken  heart 

Dear  year,  my  last  surviving  friend. 

Dear  with  her  presence,  in  her  death 
Sacred  till  I  give  up  the  breath. 

Leave  me  not.    "All  things  have  an  end." 

^'  An  end,  but  not  an  end — The  type 
Fades  in  its  season,  yet  survives. 
In  its  fulfilment — so  the  lives 

That  perish  die  when  they  are  ripe," 

"  Yet  live  by  death.    The  old  year  dies 
And  lives  in  its  successor,  so 
Ring  out,  oh  bells,  across  the  snow 

The  dead  year  born  to  happier  skies." 

Yes  !  death  is  but  a  passing  strife, 

And  deepest  night  but  brings  the  day 
Tho'  all  things  alter  and  deca}^. 
All  things  are  brought  again  to  life. 

And  therefore  ring  the  marriage  peal 
Of  Life  and  D^ath,  whose  union 
Is  blessed  by  hope,  and  brings  a  son. 

Another  year.    For  weal,  or  woe  ? 

Ring  out,  oh  new  year's  bells^  in  trust 
Come  weal,  come  woe,  yet  what  care 
He  lives,  who  ever  reigns  on  high. 

And  He  is  merciful  and  just. 
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I  heard  a  voice  that  rang  throughout  the  night 
When  clouds  were  brooding  sadly  over-head, 
A  voice  that  clave  the  gloom  on  waves  of  light, 
And  came  where  I  was  lain  and  shouted  "  Write, 

"  How  blessed  are  the  dead." 
All  round  I  heard  the  sobbing  of  the  trees, 

The  gloomy  pines  that  darkened  on  the  height, 
I  heard  the  wailing  of  the  mournful  breeze 
That  whispered  dirges  in  the  ear  of  night. 

And,  over  all, 
With  eyes  that  pierced  the  darkness  I  could  view 
The  tristful  waterfall, 
(For  ever  moaning  as  it  sought  the  depths  b  elow) 

Decking  its  glassy  sheet  of  blackest  hue 
With  clots  of  foam  that  gleamed  like  virgin  snow. 

Loom  like  a  maiden's  pall. 
And  while  I  wept  with  sorrow  at  the  sight 

There  came  a  voice  that  spake  to  me  and  said 

Rise  up  and  write 
How  blessed  are  the  Dead !" 
Far  off,  the  surging  of  the  troubled  deep 

Mellowed  by  distance  fell  upon  my  ears 
With  sounds  that  rang  like  sobs  and  heart-wrung  tears 
From  those  who  see  a  loved  one's  last  long  sleep  : 
Methinks  at  night  all  nature  seems  to  sigh. 

And  cower  to  earth,  and  speak  beneath  her  breath 
Of  that  dread  tale  that  tells  how  all  must  die. 

And  how  that  sleep  is  but  the  type  of  Death  : 

And  I— 
I  too  could  weep, 
And  pour  down  dust  and  ashes  on  my  head. 

But  that  the  voices  with  resistless  might 
Cease  not,  but  come  to  where  I  lie,  and  cry 
"  Thus  saith  the  Spirit,  '  Write— 
"  How  blessed  are  the  dead  ! '  " 
Dead !  yet  we  loved  her, — Oh,  remorseless  grave ;, 
That  ever  tear'st  our  priceless  gems  away. 
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And  ever  when  the  wind  grows  liigh  it  seems  to  wail  and  moan, 

Till  froni  its  depth  of  sadness  it  draws  a  fiercer  tone; 

And  surges  on  and  maddens,  till  at  last  it  sweeps  along 

With  a  dreadful  shout  of  vengeance  for  more  than  mortal  wrong. 

No  more  a  dim,  confused  sound,  as  erst  it  came  before  : 

It  rises  o'er  the  booming  of  the  sullen  cannon-roar, 

Witli  blare  of  bugle  ringing  out  upon  the  startled  oar, 

And  tramp  of  armies,  and  a  shout — the  good  old  English  cheer! 

Hurrah  for  the  stout  English  cheer!    In  many  a  well-fought  field 
The  good  old  cry  has  risen  o'er  the  clang  of  sword  and  shield. 
Hurrah  for  the  brave  English  arms  that  struggle  in  the  van ! 
That  strike  so  gallantly  and  well  for  justice  and  for  man  1 

Well  mayst  thou  quail,  proud  city!    Thy  meteor  race  is  run. 
E'en  now  thy  blood-red  glories  pale  before  the  rising  sun ; 
For  those  that  strike  no  woman's  blow  are  gathering  round  thy  walls. 
And  spirits  of  the  murdered  ones  are  brooding  o'er  thy  halls. 

Oh,  withered  be  thy  coward  hearts,  and  palsied  be  thy  bands. 
That  dyed  in  hapless  maidens'  blood,  their  trebly-cursed  hands  ! 
Ho,  men  of  England !  spare  the  wolf  that  snuffs  the  tainted  breeze ; 
But,  as  j''e  value  life  and  soul,  strike  deep — spare  none  of  these. 

Hurrah !  hurrah  !    The  vulture  shall  have  dainty  feasts,  I  ween  ; 
The  grass  that's  fed  with  traitors'  blood  shall  glitter  still  more  green. 
Hurrah !  the  slinking  wolf  shall  have  a  palace  for  his  den, 
And  jackals  hide  among  the  courts  that  held  the  treacherous  men. 

Nay !  leave  not  e'en  one  blade  of  grass  in  all  th'  accursed  place. 
No  stone  to  tell  the  fearful  doom  of  yonder  fated  race ; 
And,  should  your  hearts  grow  sickened  at  the  slaughter  of  the  foe, 
Think  on  fair  maidens  wronged  and  slain,  and  lay  the  cowards  low ; 

That  so  for  aye  the  desert  place,  where  once  the  city  stood. 

May  seem  as  when  a  fire  had  swept  along  a  stately  wood ; 

And  through  the  years  strong  men  may  quail  and  shudder  as  they  tell 

What  fullest  vengeance  England  took,  how  quick  she  struck  and  well. 


"TRIUMPH."  ^ 

Yes !  when  the  gloom  is  deepest,  and  darkness  over  all 
Draws  closest  round  the  still-struck  earth  her  dull  funereal  pall. 
Bright  rays  come  dancing  from  the  East  athwart  the  heavy  night, 
And  through  the  sullen  clouds  there  pours  the  happy  morning  light. 
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Till  all  the  hills  grow  purple,  and  the  heavens  are  unrolled 
In  many  tinted  hues  of  blood,  of  azure  and  of  gold  ; 
And  silence  flies  affrighted,  for  the  breeze  that  glides  along 
Grows  joyous  with  the  low  of  herds  and  gush  of  morning  song. 

More  fiery  day  has  burst  our  gloom,  a  dawning  still  more  red, 
And  haughty  shouts  sweep  on  the  breeze  o'er  reeking  heaps  of  dead  ; 
Yet  echo  back,  oh  heavens,  and  join  the  fierce  exulting  cry ; 
The  meteor  brand  is  quenched  in  blood,  and  hisses  to  the  sky. 

Hurrah !    Their  guilty  masses  broke,  in  terror  and  despair. 
As  when  the  levin  bursts  the  clouds  that  freight  the  sullen  air; 
Like  chaff,  when  wintry  winds  blow  strong  along  the  quaking  plain, 
They  fled  before  th'  avengers,  and  the  spectres  of  the  slain. 

The  vultures  heard  the  well-known  din  and  gathered  from  afar, 
And  flapped  their  heavy  wings  and  soared  above  the  mists  of  war ; 
But  now  they  gorge  and  rend  the  prey  'mid  carnage  and  'mid  mire, 
Or  sit,  in  ghastly-glutted  sleep,  on  minaret  and  spire. 

Break  out  in  shouts,  0  happy  earth,''from  all  thy  thousand  hills, 
Where,  chattering  to  the  lazy  air,  leap  down  the  merry  rills ; 
And  answer,  all  ye  seas,  and  break  upon  the  answering  shore, 
"With  crested  wave  on  crested  wave,  in  long  triumphal  roar. 

And  bellow  forth,  ye  cannon,  with  your  ever-swelling  boom, 
Shake  all  the  nations  with  your  notes  of  victory  and  doom ; 
For  well  your  deep-mouthed  voices  spread  dismay  among  the  foe. 
When  heaven  helped  the  right  of  man  and  laid  the  boasters  low. 

Yes  I  not  to  us  the  victory,  and  not  to  us  the  praise  : 

He  struck  for  us  who  showed  His  might  in  Israel's  favored  days. 

Bow  down,  0  silver-coasted  isle,  in  reverence  and  fear. 

For  God  hath  spoken  from  on  high — the  Lord  of  Hosts  is  near. 


CAWNPORE. 

Dark  mist  on  the  horizon,  and  darker  still  on  high, 
Heaven's  cloudy  pall  is  lowering  o'er  all  the  saddened  sky : 
The  chill  winds  writhe  and  struggle  with  their  sorrow  as  they  go. 
And  earth  is  wet  with  Nature's  tears  for  those  who  lie  below. 

For  there,  in  yonder  court-yard,  gapes  the  very  mouth  of  Hell — 
Accursed  through  ages  yet  to  come — the  dark  and  silent  well ; 
And  there  the  stately  palm-tree  rcarn  its  horrid  growth  above, 
Fat  with  the  dashed-out  brains  of  babes  and  tears  of  those  we  love. 
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Hark  to  the  cry,  0  Heaven,  and  ope  your  sluiddering  portals  wide ! 
Oh,  Earth  !  Earth!  yawn  not  to  drink  up  the  full  ensanguined  tide! 
From  mountain  and  from  valley,  from  river  and  from  creek, 
Give  the  mute  blood  of  nuirtyred  saints  a  thousand  tongues  to  speak. 

Thank  God,  our  clouds  are  breaking!    List  to  the  cannon's  roar, 
That  wakens  from  a  hundred  palms  the  echoes  of  Cawnpore  ; 
Sweet  voices  in  your  iron  throats  I  sweet  incense  in  your  wrath 
That  marks  in  storms  of  flame  and  blood  the  brave  avengers'  path  ! 

Seel  high  above  the  battle-clouds,  the  lion  standard  blows! 

Small  hope,  I  ween,  for  those  who  dared  to  break  its  grim  repose ; 

The  bugle-call  rings  sliarp  and  clear  upon  the  startled  air. 

And  English  hands  grasp  tight  the  sword,  and  English  hearts  are  there. 

Hurrah !  the  dark  earth  quakes  and  reels  beneath  their  chargers'  tread ; 
Tlieir  squadrons  rush  in  living  light  o'er  heaps  of  traitor  dead  : 
Shout  out,  0  cannon !  bellow  forth  your  notes  of  fiery  glee 
When  England's  sons,  in  blood  and  mire,  grasp  such  full  victory ! 

Now  blessings  on  the  good  stout  hands  that  struck  for  England's  right, 
And  blessings  on  the  gray-haired  head  that  planned  that  noble  fight ; 
For  many  a  glorious  victory  has  graced  our  scrolls  before, 
But  none  so  bright  as  that  one  field  of  vengeance  at  Cawnpore. 


SCOTLAND. 

Fierce  strife  in  ail  the  sounding  town,  and  round  the  quaking  towers 
That  hold  young  babes,  and  hoary  heads,  and  beauty's  fairest  flowers ; 
And  louder  swell  the  shouts  of  foes,  and  higher  still  and  higher 
All  day  the  war-cloud  rolls  aloft,  all  night  the  pillared  fire. 

Like  those  dry  bones  of  ancient  writ,  the  few  defenders  stand ; 
The  fire  has  left  the  dauntless  eye,  its  might  hath  left  the  hand : 
But,  better  than  all  numbers,  and  better  than  the  sword. 
The  living  corpses  move  beneath  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord. 

They  gaze!    No  helper  cometh,  no  rescue  seemeth  nigh. 

And  thicker  broods  the  horrid  smoke,  and  darker  frowns  the  sky ; 

And  solemnly  and  fearfully  upon  the  ear  there  falls 

The  booming  of  the  heavy  guns,  the  crashing  of  the  walls. 

But  lo!  the  combat  thickens,  and  the  battle  closes  round 
With  rapid  roll  of  musketry,  and  trembling  of  the  ground  ; 
And  low  and  stern  amid  the  din  is  borne  upon  the  breeze 
A  sharp,  shrill  droning,  as  the  voice  of  angry  swarms  of  bees. 
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Fuf^h  !  'tis  a  woman's  snddon  s(-ro!mi !  "  Oli  joy  I  tliey  come,  they  comel 
"  I  licar  tlic  honnie  Hieland  pipes,  the  Saxon's  rolling  drum  I 
"  Hold  well  your  own,  ye  gallant  men  !    A  few  short  moments  more 
"Shall  see  your  foemen  scattered,  as  the  })reakers  on  the  shore." 

They  listen  !    All  around  them  raves  the  thunder  of  the  fight, 
The  groans  and  shrieks  and  shouts  and  yells,  that  tear  the  startled  night 
They  hear  the  deep  guns  bellow,  but  they  hear  not  through  the  trees 
The  sharp,  shrill  droning,  as  the  threats  of  angry  swarms  of  y>ees. 

"Ye  dinnahear  it,  comrades?    No!  no!    I  dinna  rave: 
"  Full  weel  I  know  the  distant  voice  of  them  that  come  to  save. 
"Ah  !  oft  in  happier  days  I've  heard  and  kenned  the  Campbells'  ca', 
"And  good  McG-reggors'  slogan  fierce,  the  grandest  of  them  a'." 

They  look  !  and  far  to  right  and  left  the  battle-clouds  are  broke, 
And  ridge  on  ridge  of  dark-blue  steel  gleams  coldly  through  the  smoke; 
And  sharper  still,  and  shriller  yet,  is  borne  upon  the  breeze 
The  droning  of  the  Hieland  pipes,  like  angry  swarms  of  bees. 

And  as  the  mountain  torrent,  when  its  icy  chain  hath  gone. 
Sweeps  down  with  roar  of  angry  wave  and  crash  of  rock  and  stone, 
They  burst  through  struggling  foes,  they  breast  the  flames  of  traitor  gun? 
The  sturdy  hearts,  the  good  right  hands,  of  bonnie  Scotland's  sons. 

Oh,  flourish  long,  the  good  old  land  !    Though  rugged  to  the  view, 
Not  England's  gallant  self  can  boast  of  sons  more  brave  and  true ; 
And  long  be  heard  where  Scotland's  cliffs  are  washed  by  foaming  seas 
The  droning  of  the  Hieland  pipes,  like  angry  swarms  of  bees. 


"HAVELOCK." 

Oh  brightly  breaks  the  welcome  day,  and  proudly  bursts  the  light 
O'er  rolling  clouds  of  burnished  gold  upon  the  sullen  night; 
And,  like  the  ocean's  distant  roar,  the  swift  winds  sweeps  along 
Through  bending  tops  of  pine-trees,  with  its  load  of  morning  song. 

But  not  for  us  the  joyousness  that  greets  the  happy  rays ; 
Our  hearts  arc  all  untuned  to  join  the  grateful  hymns  of  praise, 
Alas!  oh  weary,  weary  earth,  thy  (;hil(h-en  better  know 
The  voice  of  lamentation,  and  tiie  bitter  wail  of  woe; 
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A  thousand  heroes  grace  our  scrolls,  but  none  more  brave  tlian  he 
Wlio  taught  us  in  our  direst  need  to  grasp  the  victor}' : 
Now  who  will  hear  us  when  we  call,  and  help  us  in  our  pain  ? 
The  sword  lies  idly  in  the  sheath  that  never  struck  in  vain. 

Oh!  true  stout  lieart,  that  beat  so  firm  when  all  the  reeking  air 
Was  fraught  with  cries  of  deadly  wrong,  of  terror  and  despair ! 
Oh!  strong  right  hand,  that  scattered  death  among  the  serried  foe, 
How  is  our  tower  fallen !  how  is  the  mighty  low ! 

Ah  me !  thy  place  is  vacant  now,  dear  hope  of  the  distressed 
That  brought'st  to  anxious  bosoms  peace,  to  weary  eyelids  rest. 
No  more  thy  well-remembered  voice  shall  cheer  thy  little  band  ; 
No  more  on  battle-field  thine  arm  shall  wield  the  avenging  bran(J. 

Hushed  be  the  strains  of  triumph  ;  tread  noiselessly  around  ; 
The  spot  that  holds  a  hero's  corpse  may  well  be  holy  ground. 
A  mightier  conqueror  than  he  hath  bowed  the  gallant  head ; 
The  flag  he  led  to  victory  droops  sadly  o'er  the  dead. 

Not  so!  unconquered  in  his  life,  unconquered  e'en  in  death. 
He  fought  his  proudest  battle-field  in  that  last  parting  breath, 
Shout  cannon  that  he  knew  so  well,  till  all  the  echoes  ring : 
"  Oh  grave,  where  is  thy  victory?  oh  death,  where  is  thy  sting?" 

He  is  not  dead,  nor  sleepeth.    He  who  set  the  captive  free 

Joins  Him,  who,  rising  to  the  skies,  led  bound  Captivity. 

Not  this  the  meanest,  mother-land,  of  all  thy  haughty  boasts, — 

The  Chief  who  led  thine  armies  here  reigns  with  the  Lord  of  Hosts. 


GWALIOR. 

The  cannon's  roar  had  died  away,  the  battle  clang  was  o'er; 
A  soldier  knelt  beside  his  friend,  by  blood-stained  Gwalior ; 
The  cold,  death-sweat  was  on  his  brow,  the  life  was  ebbing  fast ; 
In  many  a  stricken  field  he'd  fought — he  lay  upon  his  last. 

"  Raise  me  a  little,  comrade  :  I  fain  would  see  again 
The  good  old  flag  wave  haughtily  upon  the  well  won  plain. 
And  see  once  more  the  friends  who  stood  beside  me  on  this  day, 
And  hear  their  shouts  of  victory  before  I  pass  away. 
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"  Before  I  pass  away  I    Ah  me!  the  sorrow  tliat  will  corne, 
Wiien  tidings  reacli  them  of  my  death,  upon  my  village  home  : 
The  little  cot,  that  nestled  in  its  ivy  robe  of  green, 
Shall  change  its  happy  smiles  for  tears,  and  breaking  hearts,  I  weea. 

"  My  gray-liaired  mother,  comrade  1    I  was  her  pride  and  joy  : 
I  know  she's  thinking  now  of  me,  and  clasps  in  thought  her  boy. 
If  e're  you  should  get  back  again  go  seek  her  out  from  me, 
And  say  I  wait  her  in  the  land  where  death  shall  never  be. 

"  Tell  her  I  died  without  a  grief,  for  that  I  full  well  knew 
The  words  she  used  to  read  to  me  were  holy  words  and  true. 
The  large  old  Bible  of  my  sires — she'll  find  there,  in  her  pain, 
A  comfort  for  the  loss  of  me  till  we  shall  meet  again. 

"  And  bid  her  speak  to  Lucy,  and  tell  her  not  to  weep 
(She  best  can  comfort  aching  hearts  whose  sorrow  is  as  deep). 
Ah  well !    He  orders  all  things  well !  but  had  He  spared  my  life. 
And  I  had  got  back  home  again,  Lucy  had  been  my  wife. 

She  must-not  grieve  I  my  pretty  one! — although  I  come  no  more; 
She  must  not  mourn  my  fall  beneath  the  heights  of  Gwalior. 
The  English  blood  is  in  her  veins — its  fire  lights  up  her  eye ; 
Say  I  struck  well  for  woman's  wrongs — she'll  triumph  though  I  die, 

"  Die  !    I  shall  live  !    With  all  her  faults,  our  noble  England  knovrs 
Full  well  to  honor  those  who  fall  in  battle  with  her  foes. 
Go,  tell  my  darling,  when  she  weeps,  to  turn  and  find  my  name 
Where  England  decks  her  precious  dead  in  all  her  ancient  fame. 

Ah  mel    A  mist  is  on  my  eyes !   and  yet  methinks  I  see 
The  little  homestead,  ivy-clad,  that  nestles  on  the  lea; 
My  mother  knits  within  the  porch ;  my  darling,  in  the  flowers, 
Kisses  the  rose  I  planted  there,  and  counts  the  lingering  hours. 

"  They  smile!    They  dream  of  my  return,  when  I  shall  tread  agaia 
The  grand  old  hill  I  loved  so  well,  the  daisy-covered  plain ; 
And  still  the  hill  shall  tower  aloft,  but  thei/  shall  bow  the  head 
Where  yonder  yew-tree  bends  its  boughs  to  whisper  to  the  dead. 

"  Be  still!  the  mist  has  cleared  away — a  light  breaks  through  the  air 
It  teems  with  strange  and  lovely  shapes,  and  I  too  should  be  there. 
I  hear  the  shrill-drawn  clariouH'  sound,  the  mustering  squadron's  huin 
Comrade!  the  roll  is  being  called!    Lord  of  all  Hosts,  I  come  I" 
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One  thought  for  the  soldier  who  lies  far  away, 

In  the  land  he's  ennobled  for  ages; 
Though  his  name  be  not  writ  in  our  scroll  of  daj. 

Rich  with  heroes,  and  martyrs,  and  sages. 

Unknown  though  he  be,  yet  for  him  the  deep  sigh 
Shall  be  breathed  from  the  proud  lips  of  beauty ; 

For  he  died — as  an  Englishman  ever  would  die — 
For  his  country,  his  God,  and  his  duty. 

On  the  graves  of  his  fathers  the  grass  groweth  high. 
And  the  yew  o'er  their  tombstone  is  sighing; 

But  the  palm  that  shoots  up  to  the  Indian  sky 
Marks  the  spot  where  a  conqu'ror  is  lying. 

His  sisters  shall  weep  in  the  old  village  home. 
Until  death  of  their  sorrows  relieve  them  ; 

But  he  sleeps  far  away,  o'er  the  lone  ocean's  foam. 
With  the  glory  that  never  shall  leave  him. 


THE  KAST  WIND. 


THE  EAST  WIND. 


There  came  a  wind  up  out  of  the  sea, 

Out  of  its  living  and  teeming  breast, 
Where  the  great  whales  sport  in  their  uncouth  glee 

And  flying-fish  skims  o'er  the  waters'  crest. 
All  day  long  had  the  sunbeams  played 

Hide-and-seek  with  the  clouds  of  the  sky, 
And  the  waves  had  leapt  up  from  light  to  shade, 

And  from  shade  to  light  alternately. 
The  wind  sprang  up  from  the  foaming  crest 

Of  a  wave  as  it  broke  in  the  joy  of  day; 
The  life  of  the  ocean  was  in  his  breast. 

And  his  wings  were  wet  with  the  ocean's  spray : 
His  breath  was  fresh  with  the  sea-flowers'  scent. 

And  his  eyes  were  clear  with  the  blue  sea-light, 
And  over  the  waters  awhile  he  bent. 

Ere  he  rose  like  a  giant  to  take  his  flight. 

The  earth  lay  heavy  and  bleak  and  cold 

Under  a  cloudy  and  sullen  sky  ; 
Dead  leaves  and  grasses  covered  the  wold. 

And  the  maple  tossed  skeleton  arms  on  high, 
Skeleton  arms  and  fingers  bare. 

That  clutched  at  a  robin's  deserted  nest. 
No  bird-notes  thrilled  through  the  dead  struck-air, 

And  the  babbling  streamlets  were  all  at  rest. 
Over  the  head  of  each  sleeping  flood, 

Cold  in  the  clasp  of  its  icy  tomb 
Like  funeral  plumes,  the  great  pines  stood 

Silent,  and  solemn,  and  full  of  gloom. 
There  was  not  a  sound  k)  disturb  a  sleep 

That  Hccmed  like  the  awful  sleep  of  death. 
Till  the  East  wind  rose  up  out  of  the  deep 

And  the  pines  on  the  high  peaks  felt  his  breath. 
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Up  from  tlie  breast  of  the  tossing  deep 

With  a  rush  and  a  swirl  came  the  Hving  breeze, 
Over  the  face  of  tlie  barren  steep, 

Over  the  heads  of  the  wak'ning  trees. 
There  was  tliunder  of  waters  upon  the  shore ; 

There  was  crashing  of  falHng  rock  and  stone; 
In  the  tops  of  the  pine-trees  a  long,  low  roar, 

And  the  chains  of  the  hill-streams  were  broken  and  gone 
Down  to  the  valleys  they  flowed  apace, 

Down  to  the  valleys  the  East  wind  swept, 
The  wide  plains  shook  with  the  sound  of  their  race, 

And  into  the  air  the  dead  leaves  leapt ; — 
Into  the  air,  as  the  curlews  wheel, 

When  they  scent  the  coming  storm  from  afar ; 
Swash  on  the  brooks,  like  a  covey  of  teal, 

When  the  hawk  in  the  heavens  hangs  poised  like  a  star. 

Deep  in  the  heart  of  the  woods  the  crow 

Heard  the  tumult  and  joyous  shout, 
Branches  were  tossing  above  and  below 

As  he  spread  his  broad  wings  and  sallied  out : 
Branches  w^ere  tossing,  and  tree-tops  were  bending. 

As  the  bird  went  shooting  out  into  the  air, 
Now  curving  on  high,  now  sharply  descending, 

Speeding  he  knew  not,  and  cared  not,  where. 
Branches  were  tossing  and  rending  and  crashing 

As  the  strong  wind  rushed  through  the  trees  of  the  wood. 
But  the  current  of  life  in  their  pulses  was  flashing 

And  the  heart  of  the  maples  grew  sweet  with  new  blood ; 
Whilst  underneath,  at  their  very  feet, 

The  frost-heaps  began  to  heave  and  toss, 
Till  there  came  a  stealthy  tremor  and  beat. 

And  the  violets  glanced  from  under  the  moss. 

The  robins,  hid  in  the  Southern  glade. 

Scented  the  salt  sea-breeze  of  spring  : 
**  Let  us  go,"  said  they,  "  to  the  nest  we  made 

Mid  the  sweets  voiced  maple's  covering. 
Dear  are  the  Southern  woods,  and  dear 

Is  the  tender  grace  of  the  Southern  flowers ; 
But  the  home  that  we  love  lies  far  from  hei-e. 

Vacant  and  sad  through  the  wintry  hours  I" 
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And  the  swallows  paused  in  their  arrowy  flight, 
*"        As  they  saw,  far  off  in  the  Northern  sky, 
The  dun  clouds  scattered  to  left  and  right 

At  the  sound  of  the  East  wind's  clarion-cry. 
"Farewell,"  said  they,  "  to  the  Southern  domes. 

Farewell  to  the  flow'ry  Southern  sod. 
For  a  voice  cries  out  '  Come  back  to  your  homes 

That  cling  to  the  walls  of  the  houses  of  God.' " 

Out  of  the  depths  of  the  heaving  sea 

Yearly  there  conieth  up  life  to  the  earth ; 
Out  of  the  depths  of  Eternity 

Every  moment  is  added  a  birth, 
When  the  days  are  dark,  and  the  ground  is  bare, 

"When  the  desolate  land  is  a  wild-beasts'  den. 
From  the  rolling  sea  comes  the  brooding  air. 

From  the  womb  of  Eternity  spring  up  men. 
Out  of  the  depths  of  God's  fathomless  love, 

Out  of  His  hidden  Eternal  mind. 
So,  too,  there  come  the  winds  that  move 

Ears  to  the  deaf  and  eyes  to  the  blind  ; 
Though  the  heart  be  frozen,  the  soul  be  dead, 

And  the  foul  fiends  play  in  and  out  of  the  brain, 
The  Spirit  of  God  shall  raise  up  the  head. 

And  the  sere,  dry  skeleton  live  again. 

So  be  it,  oh  Lord,  in  Thy  mercy :  so  be  it,  oh  Lord,  in  Thy  truth; 

Come  Thou  to  the  souls  that  are  dying,  and  breathe  in  them  vigor  and  youth; 

Oh  Wind  of  the  Star  of  the  Eastl^Oh  Breath  of  the  Heavenly  Tide! 

Come  up  froDi  the  womb  of  the  morning,  and  scatter  our  winter  aside. 
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THE  KILLS. 


Lo  I  leaping  from  tlieir  giddy  height. 
And  gliding  down  the  rugged  hills 

Through  all  the  silent  gloom  of  night, 
Forever  play  the  happy  rills : 

They  sparkle  in  the  cold  moonlight 

With  silvery  lustre,  clear  and  bright ; 
They  chatter  down  a  thousand  gills. 

All  day  the  sunbeams  kiss  the  wave, 
All  day  the  waters  kiss  the  flowers  ; 

All  day  their  plumes  the  wild  birds  lave, 

And  drench  the  heath  with  glittering  showers 

While  on  the  streamlets  foam  and  rave, 

They  glance  through  many  a  hollow  cave ; 
They  loiter  round  a  thousand  bowers. 

So,  lit  by  sun,  and  moon,  and  star. 
Loved  well  by  bird,  and  deer,  and  bee. 

By  flowery  banks,  o'er  shingly  bar. 
They  glide  in  gladness  to  the  sea. 

Our  life  flows  on,  o'er  rock  and  scar, 

A  gloomy  stream  of  endless  war, 
That  rests  not  till  we  cease  to  be. 
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THE  MAPLE  TEEE. 


O'er  barren  hill,  o'er  valley, 

The  blazoned  lions  wave; 
They  greet  the  sun  from  earliest  rise 

To  M^here  he  seeks  his  grave. 
The  terror  of  the  tyrant, 

The  hope  of  freeborn  man  : 
In  many  a  bloody  fight. 
For  liberty  and  right, 

They've  flashed  amid  the  van. 

But  ours  is  not  the  blazon 

That  tells  of  life-blood  shed ; 
Our  standards  float  not  on  the  breeze 

That  wails  o'er  li9aps  of  dead. 
No  lions  grace  our  banners, 

No  kingly  bird  have  we ; 
But  ours  the  stately  forms 
That  have  braved  a  thousand  storms, — 

Our  is  the  maple  tree. 

A  hundred  hills  are  glancing 

Beneath  the  sun's  glad  rays ; 
A  hundred  plains  are  echoing 

Bird-hymns  of  joy  and  praise  ; 
And,  o'er  them  all,  the  maple 

Lifts  high  his  noble  head : 
No  fairer  sight,  I  ween. 
Than  his  many-tinted  sheen 

Of  emerald  and  red. 

All  other  things  are  fleeting, 

All  other  boasts  shall  cease ; 
Our  victories  shall  last  for  aye. 

Th  e  victories  of  peace. 
Oh,  hallowed  is  each  leaflet 

That  decks  the  good  old  tree, 
For  he  towers  to  Hin)  above, 
Wlio  alone  is  perfect  love, 

And  Father  of  the  free. 


SPRING 


SPRING. 


Light  upon  the  wild-flowers  dawning  from  on  high ! 
LigJit  upon  the  white  clouds  floating  in  the  sky ! 
Light  upon  the  green  fields,  light  upon  the  rill ! 
Happy  morn  is  breaking  o'er  each  lofty  hill. 

Music  in  the  rustling  of  the  summer  trees ! 
Music  in  the  many  tones  that  sweep  along  the  Weeze! 
Music  in  the  little  birds  that  haunt  the  budding  spray  I 
Winter's  snows  are  melting — Spring  is  on  its  way. 

Gladness  in  the  mountains  !  gladness  in  the  plains  ^ 
Gladness  in  all  nature,  bursting  from  her  chains ' 
Gladness  in  the  waters,  rippling  down  their  streams  ! 
Heaven  and  earth  rejoicing  in  the  sun's  bright  beams, 

Happy,  happy  spring-time  !    Happy  age  of  youth! 
Ricli  in  aspiration,  rich  in  love  and  truth ! 
Use  it  well,  lest  summer  scorch  ye  with  its  sun. 
And  your  budding  beauties  droop,  ere  yet  begun. 


EVENING. 


EVENING. 


"  Come  to  her  waking,  find  her  asleep, 
Powers  of  the  height,  powers  of  the  deep, 
And  comfort  her."  Tknntsoh. 


Eve  sleeps  upon  the  waters,  and  the  cloudlets  up  on  high 
Mourn,  lover-like,  the  fading  rays  that  gladdened  all  their  sky. 
I  hail  the  dreamy  twilight,  that,  swooning  o'er  the  deep. 
Leads  softly  to  beloved  eyes  God's  well-beloved  sleep. 

Yes !  for  the  fevered  glories  of  the  fierce  hot  day  have  fled ; 
A  gentler  lustre  wraps  the  earth,  and  guards  the  precious  head. 
Ah,  dearest  one,  so  bright  and  pure  !  more  like  to  thee,  I  ween. 
Than  all  the  golden  sunlight,  is  the  moonbeams'  silver  sheen. 

Far  o'er  the  weary  city  a  soothing  stillness  reigns. 
And  hushed  is  now  the  low  of  herds,  and  jar  of  clattering  wains ; 
But  where  the  violets  scent  the  glen,  and  heath-bells  deck  the  height, 
Rise  up  the  angel  whispers  of  the  ever-wakeful  Night. 

Oh,  sweet,  calmn  night,  watch  o'er  her ;  oh,  angels,  hover  nigh  1 
0)if  breezes,  waft  your  stores  of  health  from  many  a  distant  sky ; 
Oh,  happy  heavens,  pour  down  on  her  sweet  fancies  from  above. 
And,  God  of  Love,  protect  her,  who  is  worthy  of  all  love.  j 


MORNING. 
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MORNING. 


Oh,  golden  sunlight,  stream  along  from  every  wind  that  blows, 
Roll  back  the  soft  grey  curtains  that  veiled  the  night's  repose; 
Blush  timidly  o'er  fleecy  clouds,  0,  Morning,  calm  and  mild. 
Like  some  young  mother  when  she  rains  sweet  kisses  on  her  child. 

The  rosy  heavens  break  forth  in  joy,  and,  clad  in  living  light. 
Flash  back  the  dawning  splendors  far  o'er  valley  and  o'er  height. 
Till  all  the  coy  glens  blush  again,  and  on  the  purple  hills 
The  heath-bells  give  Love's  conscious  red  to  all  the  wooing  rills. 

And  music  bursts  upon  the  gale,  and  hails  the  welcome  day 

From  many  a  lowly  cottage  eave,  and  many  a  budding  spray; 

And  where  the  flow'rets  glad  the  earth,  where  bright  rays  glance  above. 

All  Nature  swells  the  anthem  high  of  joyousness  and  love. 

Yet  from  her  gems  of  greatest  price  fair  Nature  misseth  one, 
That  lends  fresh  beauties  to  the  earth,  fresh  radiance  to  the  sun : 
Shake  off  sweet  slumbers,  dearest  one,  and  greet  the  loving  skies ; 
The  birds  are  pining  for  thy  voice, — the  flow'rets  for  thine  eyes. 

Oh,  children  of  the  giddy  air,  breathe  lightly  round  her  way ! 
Beam  down  upon  her  tenderly,  fierce  ruler  of  the  day  1 
Sweet  angels  guard  her  every  step,  and  ward  off*  every  pain. 
Till  light  hath  played  itself  to  sleep,  and  eve  hath  come  again ; 

Till  the  breezes  die  away,  and  all  the  birds  are  still. 

And  Silence  holds  her  solemn  reign,  in  valley  and  on  hill ; 

And  gleaming  from  the  firmament,  where  clouds  lie  lightly  curled, 

Heaven's  million  eyes  keep  sleepless  watch  upon  the  sleeping  world. 
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SKMMKR. 


SUMMER. 


Come  swiftly  o'er  the  eastern  wave,  0  pleasant  sninrner  wind; 
Leave  jungly  plains,  and  spicy  groves,  and  stately  towns  behind; 
Breathe  gently  on  the  deep  blue  sea,  sweet  breezes,  in  your  flight. 
And  bring  soft  showers  and  balmy  airs  to  hail  the  western  light. 

The  maple  dons  her  garb  of  green  o'er  every  lofty  hill; 

The  May-flower  blooms  in  shady  nooks  beside  the  purling  rill ; 

The  violets  in  the  velvet  moss  shrink  coyly  from  the  gaze  : 

Come,  pleasant  winds,  and  woo  them  forth  to  meet  the  summer  rays. 

Where'er  ye  sweep,  the  loving  sun  a  milder  blessing  sheds. 
The  flowers  pour  forth  a  thousand  sweets,  and  lift  their  tender  heads ; 
Where'er  ye  touch  the  glancing  streams  and  kiss  the  wavelets'  lips. 
They  splash  the  bee  that  robs  the  buds,  and  grumbles  as  he  sips. 

The  wild-birds  know  the  rustle,  as  ye  rush  in  joy  along. 

And  hill  and  dale,  and  swamp  and  grove,  give  back  the  gladsome  song; 

Yet,  hajDpy,  happy  summer  winds,  breathe  nadly,  for  ye  blow 

O'er  heads  that  ache,  and  hearts  that  burst,  and  eyes  grown  dim  with  woe. 

Oh,  summer  winds!    In  ancient  times,  before  ye  sprang  to  life, 

A  holier  breath  than  yours  can  be  brought  rest  to  fiercer  strife ; 

When  tlirough  the  night  that  brooded  thick,  o'er  seas  that  boiled  and  roared. 

Moved  calmly  o'er  the  tossing  deep,  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord. 

Oh,  winds !    Though  with  a  million  tongues,  from  rivulet  and  sod, 
All  nature  cries  aloud  to  man,  and  name  a  loving  God, 
EmblemH  arc  ye  of  Him  who  bids  the  mourners'  sorrow  cease ; 
Go,  whisj>er  to  the  breaking  hearts  His  messages  of  peace. 


THE  LKGfiMD  OF  THH  PAEfST. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  PANSY. 


lu  olden  times,  as  the  poetH  sing, 

When  there  dwelt  a  spirit  in  every  thing. 

When  every  stick  and  stone, 
And  every  breeze,  and  every  beam, 
And  every  valley,  and  every  stream 

Had  at  least  one  soul  of  its  own, 

A  spirit  there  was  that  haunted  the  bowers, 
(See  Tennyson)  hid  in  the  leaves  and  the  flowers. 

But  his  home  was  not  merely  there; 
He  dwelt  wherever  water  ran 
Or  breezes  blew,  and  they  called  him  Pan, 

For  the  rascal  was  everywhere. 

A  strange  and  antic  spirit  was  he, 
Full  of  ifhiit  we  call  diablerie. 

And  all  sorts  of  quips  and  quirks, 
with  a  leering  face  and  a  shaggy  coat, 
And  leg^  like  the  hinder  legs  of  a  goat, 

Aod  a  beard  like  the  Turkey-est  TurkV. 

But  the  strangest  of  all  were  his  eyes.  Their  hue 
Was  the  sweetest,  tenderest  violet-blue, 

Full  of  deep  thought  and  weird. 
Whosoever  saw  them  his  pulses  stirred 
Like  the  passionate  heart  of  a  handled  bird, 

Loving,  although  it  feared. 

The  laborer  wending  his  homeward  way 
Through  the  scented  fields,  at  the  close  of  day. 

Would  start  with  a  sudden  fear, 
Silence  his  whistling,  and  turn  to  fly 
With  Parthian  glances,  he  knew  not  why. 

But  was  sure  that  Pan  was  near. 


THE  LEGEND  OF  THE  PANSY. 

And  the  youth  that,  deep  in  Rome  forest  glade, 
Wooed  with  soft  whispers  some  half-coy  maid, 

Would  drown  her  shriek  with  his  shout 
As  they  saw  a  stealthy  tremor  and  beat 
In  the  velvet  mosses  beneath  their  feet, 

And  the  eye  of  Pan  peep  out. 

Nay,  more  I  When  the  battle  was  all  but  won, 
The  victors  themselves  would  turn  and  run 

As  fast  as  the  vanquished  ran, 
Seized  with  a  vague  but  strong  alarm, 
For,  sheltered  beneath  some  dead  man's  arm. 

Were  the  violet  eyes  of  Pan. 

But  the  children,  hunting  the  flowers  that  hide 
In  sunny  nooks  by  the  burnie's  side. 

Would  utter  a  joyous  cry. 
And  rush  to  secure  the^elusive  prize. 
With  tremulous  hands  and  rounded  eyes. 

Whenever  the  rogue  was  nigh. 

Till  one  day  Jove,  who  was  making  his  court 
In  a  manner  no  decent  immortal  ought. 

Stopped  short  in  his  naughty  ways. 
For  then,  (it  gave  even  him  a  shock) 
He  spied  half-hidden  behind  a  rock 

That  mischievous,  twinkling  gaze. 

He  shook  for  a  second  or  two,  no  more, 
Then,  vexed  at  his  terror,  J upiter  swore 

As  only  that  heathen  can, 
And  the  twinkling  suddenly  changed  to  a  stare. 
For  the  angry  god  had  fixed  it  there. 

The  beautiful  eye  of  Pan. 

Alas,  poor  Pan  !    Has  not  Milton  said 

That  a  voice  cried  out:    Great  Pan  is  dead  "? 

Though  I  fancy  'twas  Pan  himself 
Who  volunteered  the  sad  information 
For  the  fun  of  making  his  fun'ral  oration. 

He  was  such  a  mischievouB  elf. 


THE  T.EGEND   OP  THE  PANSY. 


But  the  Pansy  kiioweth  the  name  it  bore 
In  the  good  oUl-faKhioned  ages  no  more, 

And  in  our  elegant  way 
The  flower  that  typifies  hidden  tliought, 
And  sudden  fancies  that  come  unsought, 

We  have  re-baptized  Penzee. 

I  cling  to  the  old  name,    Methinks  I  see 
In  til  e  uncouth  heathen  fantasy 

A  meaning  more  deep  and  rare, 
A  hint  of  Love  with  his  searching  eyes, 
Love,  even  in  rugged  and  lowly  guise. 

The  Pan  that  is  everywhere  ; 

The  mischievous  Love,  with  his  groundless  fears. 
The  frolicsome  Love,  with  his  quips  and  jeers, 

The  torment  of  youth  and  maid ; 
Love  staying  the  cruel,  murderous  arm, 
Love,  of  whose  witchery  and  charm 

The  children  are  never  afraid. 

Then,  turning  my  eyes  to  the  heavens  above, 
I  think  of  the  everything,  truest  Love, 

That  came  to  the  earth  to  die ; 
I  think  of  His  tender  humility, 
And  the  violet  carries  my  fancies  free 

Beyond  the  violet  sky. 
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EA3TER  LIMMS. 


EASTEE  LILIES. 


When  the  gray  of  evening  creeps  upon  the  glories  of  the  sky, 
And  the  clouds  begin  to  gather  at  the  closing  of  the  day, 
And  the  robin  in  the  elm-tree  whistles  out  his  parting  lay 

As  the  shadows  grow  and  deepen,  and  the  cool  wind  rushes  by. 

When  the  earth  is  wrapt  in  slumber  in  the  midnight  calm  and  still, 
And  the  sick  man  counts  life's  ebbing  by  the  ticking  of  the  clock, 
In  the  barn  some  dream  of  victory  stirs  up  the  sleeping  cock, 

A«d  he  crows  a  lusty  war-note,  triumphant,  loud  and  shrill. 

When  the  chill  of  night  is  coldest,  and  the  darkness  very  dark. 
And  the  silence  broods  and  presses  like  a  weight  upon  the  world, 
Comes  a  tremor  in  the  heavens  where  the  heavy  clouds  are  curled, 

And  the  shadow  of  a  light,  as  if  behind  them  were  a  spark 

Growing  ever  bright  and  brighter  till  there  shot  great  spears  of  fire 
Through  their  black  and  sullen  masses,  and  the  heavens  are  unrolled 
In  a  many-tinted  banner,  sown  with  azure,  red  and  gold, 

And  the  day-break  flames  upon  the  cross  that  tops  the  tall  church  spire. 

In  %  chamber,  on  his  death-bed,  at  the  closing  of  the  day, 

As  the  shadows  grew  and  deepened,  and  the  wind  began  to  blow, 
Far  from  all  the  city's  turmoil,  in  the  peace  of  Fontainebleau, 

The  great  painter  Leonardo,  the  far-famed  Da  Vinci,  lay. 

Ah  the  labored  breath  came  shorter,  and  the  death-dews  decked  hie  hesul, 
And  the  sunken  hand  grew  feebler,  and  all  closer  came  the  night, 
Onee  again  the  scene  he  painted  seemed  to  rise  before  his  sight, 

The  disciples,  and  the  Master,  and  the  Paschal  supper  spread. 

But  the  Maflter's  eyes  were  lifted,  and  beneath  their  tender  sadness 
Shone  the  gleam  of  foreseen  victory,  as  clouds  at  break  of  day 
Veil,  yet  half  disclose,  the  secret  of  the  fast  approaching  ray 

With  itH  promises  of  life  and  light,  and  heraldings  •f  gladnesa. 


EASTER  LILIES. 
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So  the  Master  pate  betore  him,  and  the  sorrow  in  His  eyes 

For  the  loved  ones  that  denied  Hini,  and  the  traitor  that  betrayed, 
And  the  men  that  jeered  and  smote  Him,  seemed  to  hold  beneath  its  shade 

The  full  joy  of  finished  labor  and  the  dawn  of  Easter  skies. 

As  he  gazed  upon  the  vision,  all  the  chamber  seemed  aglow 
With  a  blaze  of  sudden  splendor,  and  he  saw,  as  in  a  dream, 
Through  the  open  door  a  wondrous  field  of  golden  lilies  gleam, 

Raising  up  their  lovely  bells  upon  a  field  of  driven  snow. 

And  they  nearer  drew,  and  nearer,  till  he  saw  them  wave  and  glance 
Close  beside  him,  and  around  him,  and  above  the  dying  head, 
Till  he  felt  them  drooping,  lowering,  bending  downward  to  the  bed, — 

All  the  glorious  golden  lilies  of  the  Oriflamme  of  Prance. 

And  before  him  stood  famed  warriors  and  fair  ladies  in  a  ring, 

All  unmarked,  for  round  his  wasted  form  his  master's  arms  were  pressed, 
And  his  heart  grew  very  joyous,  then  forever  was  at  rest 

'Neath  the  golden  bells  of  Prance,  and  in  the  arms  of  Prance's  King. 

So  before  that  fading  sight,  for  all  life's  duties  fairly  done. 

Earthly  King  and  Heavenly  Master  in  the  dying  chamber  met. 
Met  to  cheer  him  and  sustain  him  ere  his  eyes  in  death  should  set, 

And  the  golden  lilies  rise  above  a  field  of  battle  won. 

Nor  alone  for  task  accoinplished,  nor  alone  for  ended  fight. 
Come  to  men  the  lily-visions  and  the  promise  that  they  bring, 
Come  the  clear  eyes  of  the  Master,  and  the  presence  of  the  King, 

As  the  glories  gild  the  cloudlets  at  the  fading  of  the  light-; 

But  to  eyes  grown  dim  with  sorrow,  and  to  breasts  dead-sick  with  sin, 
All  the  Master's  loving  sadness,  all  the  Master's  victory. 
Bring  the  Oriflamme  of  Heaven  with  its  lilies  from  the  sky, 

Droop  them  down  upon  the  sinner,  and  enfold  the  heart  within. 

Till  the  burden  drops  from  off  it,  and  the  weary  soul,  at  rest 
From  its  errors  and  its  sinnings,  enters  into  holy  peace, 
Finds  its  Resurrection  morning  as  its  carnal  struggles  cease, 

Passes  out  from  death  to  life,  clasped  to  its  Master's  breast. 
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THE  NIXIE. 


"  The  Nixieft  were  water-spirits  that  were  believed  to  sit  nightly  by 
the  rivers  and  lakes  of  Germany,  mourning  for  tlie  redemption  that  was 
promised  to  man,  but  denied  to  them," 

I  heard  a'cry  in  the  still  twilight, 

When  the  aspenS  danced  in  the  breath  of  night, 

And  the  placid  sheen  of  the  cold  moonlight 

Came  down  in  a  silver  flood  ; 
When  its  brilliant  hues  had  left  the  West 
As  the  sun  sank  down  to  his  watery  rest. 
And  the  towering  height  of  the  mountain  crest 

Lost  its  last  stain  of  blood. 

Close  by,  the  turbulent  sea  lay  spread. 

Like  a  mighty  sheet  of  molten  lead, 

And  the  foam  that  had  whitened  his  hoary  head 

Had  died  in  his  calm  repose. 
But  mightier  still,  and  still  more  nigh, 
With  peaks  that  shot  up  to  the  uttermost  sky. 
The  hills  loomed  mightily,  grand  and  high. 

Like  warriors  watching  their  foes. 

It  came  with  a  sad,  mellifluous  flow, 
And  the  sound  of  a  wailing,  deep  and  low. 
Till  it  maddened  to  shrieks  of  the  bitterest  woe, 

Like  a  spirit  that  wrestled  with  pain ; 
And  echo  woke  up  from  her  rock-nursed  sleep 
And  shouted  them  out  from  valley  and  steep. 
Till  they  writhed  and  moaned  o'er  the  startled  deep. 

That  roared  back  an  answering  strain. 

But  the  spirit-like  voice,  so  woe-bcgonc, 
Through  the  dark'niiig  night  went  solemnly  on, 
Till  it  wearied  of  eartii,  and  fled  up  to  the  throne 
Of  Eternal  Majesty. 


THE  NIXIE. 


Struggling,  and  fighting,  and  laden  with  care, 
It  labored  up  through  the  star-lit  air, 
Bearing  aloft  its  agonized  prayer 

To  Him  who  dwelleth  on  high. 

"  All  round  a  happy  silence  reigns  ; 
Thy  love  is  brooding  o'er  the  plains, 

Thy  love  upon  the  hills  : 
The  forests  know  thy  calm,  0  Lord ; 
Thy  sleep  is  on  the  flowery  sward, 

Thy  blessing  on  the  rills. 

E'en  thy  rebellious  creature,  man, 
Whose  sins  with  earliest  life  began, 

Looks  to  the  promised  rest ; 
But  we  who  sinned  have  fall'n  for  are, 
No  tears  may  wash  our  guilt  away, 

We  never  may  be  blest. 

The  meanest  things  have  hope  ;  but  we, 
Though  Time  itself  shall  cease  to  be, 

May  never  respite  know ; 
For  us  no  blood  has  e'er  been  shed ; 
For  us  no  God  has  bowed  his  head. 

And  trod  the  earth  below  : 
0  Thou,  who  liv'st  enthroned  on  high, 
Take  back  this  immortality. 

This  heritage  of  woe." 

It  died  away,  with  a  long-drawn  sigh ; 

But  the  clouds  rolled  back  from  the  pitying  sky 

And  sweet  from  the  throne  of  God's  Majesty 

Came  words  of  pardon  and  peace. 
Spirit  of  woe,  hear  the  will  of  Heaven : 
Thy  tears  are  accepted,  thy  past  forgiven. 
And  the  chain  that  bound  thee  to  earth  is  riven- 
Cease  to  mourn,  Spirit,  cease. 
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OUT  IN  THl  AIR. 


OUT  IN  THE  AIR. 


"  I  have  read  somewhere  of  a  custom  in  the  Highlands,  which,  in 
connection  with  the  principle  it  involves,  is  exceedingly  heautiful.  It  it 
believed  that  to  the  ear  of  the  dying,  which  just  before  death  always  be- 
comes exquisitely  acute,  the  perfect  harmony  of  the  voices  of  Nature  is 
so  ravishing  as  to  make  him  forget  his  sufferings  and  die  like  one  in  a 
pleasant  trance.  And  so,  when  the  last  moment  approaches,  they  take 
him  from  within  and  bear  him  out  into  the  open  sky." — N.  P.  Wiuuis. 


Not  here,  not  here,  in  the  hot,  close  room 

Where  the  tainted  air  is  heavy  and  thick. 
Not  here,  in  the  sad  and  solemn  gloom 

That  drapes  in  the  couch  of  the  deadly  sick ; 
Not  here,  with  the  sobs  that  pierce  my  heart 

From  the  well-loved  mourners  standing  by. 
Not  here,  'mid  such  sights  and  sounds  would  I  part, — 

Oh,  carry  me  out,  dear  friends,  till  I  die. 

For  out  in  the  light  of  the  pleasant  sun 

The  breezes  sing  as  they  flutter  by. 
And  the  rivulets,  murmuring  as  they  run, 

Join  in  the  pleasant  melody. 
And  a  thousand  birds  in  the  budding  spray 

Chirrup  the  whispering  leaves  among, 
And  the  light  that  blesses  and  gladdens  the  day 

Comes  down,  though  ye  hear  it  not,  with  a  song. 

The  birch-tree  rustles,  the  alder  sings. 

And  far  in  the  chattering  woods  the  oak, 
Wak'ning  the  noisy  echoe=i,  rings 

A  bass  to  the  shrill  of  the  woodman's  stroke  ; 
And  there  where  the  village  school  is  out. 

From  the  happy  urchins,  deep  in  their  play, 
Comes  many  a  merry  laugh  and  shout 

To  cheer  my  heart  as  I  pass  away. 


OVt  IN  THB  AIR. 


A  little  while  longer,  and  I  shall  have  done 

With  all  on  this  beautiful,  God-given  earth, 
And  yet,  though  my  sands  be  nearly  run, 

My  heart  still  answers  to  innocent  mirth. 
And  Nature's  voice  is  as  dear  to  me, 

Waiting  here  for  the  call  from  above. 
As  when  she  talked  with  me  secretly 

In  youth's  bright  hours  of  joy  and  love. 

But  now  some  marvellous  power  is  near 

That  quickens  my  ear,  though  my  eyes  grow  dim 
And  I  hear,  though  ye  cannot,  distinct  and  clear, 

The  voice  of  a  sweet  and  glorious  hymn. 
Was  it  the  violet  whispered  to  me, 

Or  the  glowing  buttercup  bending  down, 
Of  the  priase  that  rings  through  eternity. 

And  the  Blest  One's  peace  and  their  golden  crovrn 

Where  am  I?    Lo!  all  around  me  swells 

As  it  were  an  immortal  melody ; 
Forests  and  flowers  and  streams  and  belle 

Blend  in  unspeakable  harmony. 
This  is  heavenly  bliss,  not  dying  pain, 

And  the  angels,  too,  what  was  it  they  said  ? — 
— Carry  him  back  to  the  room  again, 

He  knows  what  the  angels  say  now.    He  is  dead. 
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ANOJKNT  KUNKRAL  HYMN. 


ANCIENT  FUNEKAL  HYMN. 


"We  give  tliee  hearty  tlianks  for  it  hath  pleaded  thee  to  deliver  this 
our  brother  out  of  the  miserieH  of  this  sinful  world." — Burial  Service* 

Wake  tliee,  brother !  wake  thee,  now  ! 

O'er  thee  brighter  day  i.s  breaking: 
Though  death's  seal  has  stamped  thy  brow, 
Life  was  sleep,  and  death  the  waking  : 
Far  away  has  fled  the  night, 
Breaks  on  thee-  the  heavenly  light. 

Wake  thee,  brother !    We,  bereft. 

Here  are  prey  to  care  and  sorrow  ; 
But,  though  thou  thy  friends  hast  left. 
We  shall  join  thee  on  the  morrow  ; 

Though  thou  sleep'st  thy  last  long  sleep. 
Dear  one,  not  for  thee  we  weep. 

^  Not  for  thee !    Thy  soul  on  high 

Soars,  its  fleshly  fetters  riven  : 
Ours  is  earth's  captivity. 
Thine  the  liberty  of  heaven. 

Brother,  hear  the  strains  we  raise, 
Mingled  hymns  of  joy  and  praise. 

Brother  I  in  thy  last  sharp  pain. 

When  the  Angel  spoke  in  thunder, 
Christ,  the  Conqueror,  again 
Burst  death's  prison-bars  asunder ! 
Raise  the  song  of  triumph  high : 
Gravel  where  is  thy  victory? 

Vain  the  seal,  and  vain  the  tomb. 

When  they  sought  to  stay  the  sleeper ; 
Vain  the  watch  in  midnight  gloom, 
Vain  the  mourning  of  the  weeper : 

Seal  and  tomb,  and  watch  and  sword 
Fled  before  the  living  Lord. 

Brother !  in  thine  upward  flight 

Bear  no  parting  words  of  sadness ; 
Earth  shall  herald  thee  to  light 

With  her  holiest  hymns  of  gladness  ; 
We,  bereaved  iliough  we  be. 
Praise  our  loving  God  for  thee. 


NOT  THE   RIGHTEOUS,  BUT  SINNERS. 


"NOT  THE  KIGHTEOUS,  BUT  SINNEESJ 


Comrades  tliat  tight  in  life's  desperate  battle, 

Marching  in  mud  and  mire,  laden  with  care. 
Hearing  the  cries  that  rise  over  war's  rattle, 

Blind  with  its  smoke,  and  confused  with  its  glare. 
Though  ye  be  stricken  sore,  lo,  where  the  standards  soar 

Fairh,  Hope  and  Charity,  Duty  and  Right, 
Close  round  each  precious  flag,  e'en  though  it  be  a  rag 

Tattered  and  rent,  bear  it  on  in  the  fight. 
Stun\ble  and  rise  again,  let  the  blood  drop  like  rain, 

Wounds  in  the 'battle  have  no  time  to  smart. 
Flight  is  but  folly,  give  volley  for  volley, 

God  helps  the  soul  that  does  bravely  its  part. 

Ay !  and  His  love  raises  up  e'en  the  dying, 

Puts  in  the  timid  a  heart  that  won't  quail, 
Cheers  the  despairing,  and  calls  back  the  flying, 

Comforts  us,  strengthens  us,  knows  not  to  fail. 
Comrades,  with  such  a  guide,  say  shall  we  turn  aside. 

Lay  down  our  arms  and  submit  to  be  slaves. 
After  our  heavy  pains  put  on  still  heavier  chains. 

Chains  that  shall  bind  us  when  cold  in  our  graves  ? 
No!  step  out  lighter,  boys,  grasp  the  sword  tighter,  boys, 

Shoulder  to  shoulder  press  on  to  the  prize. 
Help  one  another,  and  should  some  poor  brother 

Fall,  though  we  totter,  let's  aid  him  to  rise. 

What?  shall  a  wound,  a  false  step  or  fall  daunt  us, 
Things  that  are  common  to  one  and  to  all 

Give  to  the  foeman  fresh  reason  to  taunt  us 
As  cowards  that  fly  at  the  very  first  call? 

Not  sol  we  live  or  die  for  our  own  Lord  on  high, 
Trusting  His  mercy,  and  pity,  and  love. 


NOT  TUK  RIGHTEOUH,  BUT  SINNKRB. 


Welcoming  sorrow,  fore-knowing  to-morrow 

Changes  our  pangs  for  the  gladness  above. 
On  to  the  thickest  fray !   Stout  men  and  strong,  make  way. 

Way  for  the  charge  of  the  halt  and  the  maim ! 
"Not  unto  us,  oh  Lord,  that  we  bear  conquering  sword. 

Not  unto  us,  Lord,  but  unto  Thy  name. 

Ah  l  who  can  tell  of  His  might  but  the  weakest? 

Who  know  His  life  if  not  those  who  were  dead  ? 
Who  boast  in  Him  if  not  those  who  are  meekest? 

Who  trust  in  Him  if  not  those  whom  Hope  fled  ? 
Water  from  out  the  stones,  flesh  on  the  dry  dead  boncff, 

These  are  His  works,  our  Redeemer  and  God. 
Press  to  the  battle-field.  His  is  our  sword  and  shield, 

On,  though  our  hearts'  blood  ensanguine  the  eod, — 
On,  o'er  remorse  and  pain  1  on,  for  our  way  is  plain. 

We,  who  were  last,  must  be  first  in  the  fight. 
Courage !  our  sinning  was  but  the  beginning, 

God  bless  our  ending  for  him  and  for  Right. 
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DEATH. 


A  thousand  voices  hail  the  day, 

From  town  and  field  and  budding  sprar, 

And  never  yet  has  morning  ray 

A  fairer  radiance  shed. 
Bo\T  the  head ! 

For  the  victor  claims  his  own  ; 
And  the  crop  will  soon  be  mown ; 
And  his  loved  ones  be  alone 
With  the  dead ! 

His  glazing  eyes  no  longer  trace 
The  sorrow  in  each  well-known  face ; 
His  arms  have  given  their  last  embrace, 

His  lips  their  latest  sound. 
Close  around ! 

Though  your  loving  hearts  be  sore,. 
Yet  his  woes  will  soon  be  o*er, 
And  his  grave,  for  evermore. 
Holy  ground ! 

The  haunts  he  loved,  o'er  vale  and  height,. 

Are  basking  in  the  summer  light ; 

New  paths  grow  clearer  through  his  nighty 

Paths  that  are  yet  untrod. 
Cut  the  sod ! 

For  the  life  is  fleeting  fast, 
And  the  journey  o*er  at  last, 
And  the  weary  spirit  pasaed 
To  its  God  I 
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PARTING. 


PARTING. 


Take  back  your  letters  and  lock  of  hair, 

Treasured  till  now,  'tis  your  own  request. 
Not  mine,  believe  me,  'twill  be  to  bear 

The  pang  of  obeying  your  behest. 
It  seems  to  me  that  in  days  gone  by 

We  both  of  us" vowed  our  hearts  were  one. 
On  my  side,  at  least,  I  told  no  lie. 

So  your  will  is  mine,  and  your  bidding  done 

Forgive  you  ?    What  have  I  to  forgive  ? 

Knowing  your  heart  I  know  my  own. 
This  thing  won't  kill  you,  and  I  shall  live, 

And  neither,  I  fancy,  will  live  alone. 
Pleasing  yourself  you  please  me  best. 

And  therefore  I  have  no  fault  to  find  ; 
You  have  your  way,  and  as  for  the  rest 

Be  satisfied — still  we  are  of  one  mind. 

Oh,  child  I  Had  I  seen  you  dead  at  my  feet 

All  my  life  long  had  been  one  moan, 
Losing  the  treasured  heart  that  beat 

In  closest  union  with  my  own ; 
Now — you  yourself  have  deadened  the  smart 

That  love  bereft  of  its  love  will  feel : 
Sorrow,  'tis  true,  may  break  a  heart. 

But  treason  tempers  it  into  steel. 

Scorn  you  ?    Why  should  you  deprecate 

What  can  never  be  your  desert? 
Hate  you  ?    Why  should  you  dream  of  hate 

If,  as  I  say,  I  receive  no  hurt  ? 


PARTING. 
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A  thousand  times,  no!    Have  you  then  forgot 
So  soon  the  beautiful  dream  that  is  past? 

No  foul  scorn-cancer  or  angry  spot 

Shall  blur  its  image  while  life  shall  last. 

I  loved  you-    Think  of  that  if  I  seem 

Other  than  what  I  used  to  be ; 
I  loved  you.    Ponder  it  well  ere  you  dream 

That  scorn  and  hatred  find  room  with  me. 
Yet  love  that  cannot  bind  with  a  chain. 

But  only  with  bonds  no  stronger  than  twine, 
Is  faulty  itself.    Have  no  more  pain  ; 

I  could  not  keep  you  :  the  blame  is  mine. 

Could  I  have  shown  you  my  inmost  heart, 

And  taught  you  how  very  dear  you  were. 
You  never,  perchance,  would  have  wished  to  part. 

Mine  is  the  blame  :  you  are  free  as  air. 
Be  happy ;  so  shall  your  after  life 

For  this  sad  parting  make  full  amends, 
And  since  you  never  can  be  my  wife. 

Let  us  be  all  the  heartier  friends. 


MORNIKG  HrSCIf. 


MORNING  HYMN. 

Lol  the  flolemn  night  has  past, 
Day  hath  dawned  on  earth  at  last, 
And  around  me  sounds  the  voice, 
Bidding  all  thy  works  rejoice ; 
Yet  for  me  my  rest  has  gone, 
Comes  my  battle  with  the  sun: 
Master !  as  I  greet  the  light, 
Arm  me  for  the  coming  fight. 

As  this  morn  I  leave  my  bed 
Snares  on  every  side  are  spread, 
Evil  spirits  in  their  wrath 
Lie  in  wait  around  my  path, 
la  the  weary  contest.  Lord, 
Guide  me  by  Thy  mighty  word; 
Quell  the  foeman's  haughty  boasts  ; 
Give  me  strength,  0  Lord  of  Hosts. 

Lord  I  through  many  a  long  past  day 
Sin  hath  led  my  feet  astray ; 
Now  I  know  my  feebleness, 
Hovr  I  dread  the  wilderness. 
When  the  wolves  of  sin  are  nigh, 
Hear  the  pack's  accursed  cry  : 
Shepherd,  let  Thy  power  keep 
Me,  a  wand'ring,  feeble  sheep. 

Through  the  darkness,  as  I  slept. 
Me  Thy  tender  love  hath  kept ; 
As  jThou  then  didst  ward  off  ill. 
Through  the  daylight  keep  me  etill ; 
Though  I  hail  the  light  again. 
Sin  is  worse  than  dying  pain ; 
Thou,  who  on  the  cross  didst  bleed. 
Help  me  in  my  utmost  need. 

And  when  on  a  brighter  day 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
And  the  light  that  breaks  on  m« 
Shines  through  all  eternity, — 
Through  the  blood  that  opens  Heavei^ 
Saviour !  be  my  sins  forgiven ; 
Ifather  I  wake  me  from  ray  sleep ; 
hliiepberd  1  claim  Thine  erring  sheep. 


A  SUMMER  DAY-DREAM. 


A  SUMMER  DAY-DREAM. 


Here,  where  I  lie  in  rest  outspread 
With  mossy  carpet  girt  around, 

The  great  trees  green  above  my  head. 
And  flowers  bespangle  all  the  ground. 

Low,  drowsy  murmurs  go  and  come 
Among  the  spikelets  of  the  pines  : 

Close  by  I  hear  the  wild  bees  hum 
'Mid  strawberry  and  arbutus  vines. 

Above  my  head  the  woodpecker 
Drives  coffin  nails  in  giant  boles  ; 

And  all  the  maples  are  astir 

With  clear-pitched  notes  of  orioles. 

And  somewhere  near,  I  know  not  where. 
But,  like  the  voices  of  a  dream. 

Far  off,  yet  near,  the  hazy  air 

Shakes  with  the  laughter  of  a  stream  ; 

A  little  noisy  rill,  that  brawls 

In  mimic  cataracts  through  the  woods. 
And  whirls  its  pebbles  over  falls 

Of  inche^into  inch-deep  floods. 

I  cannot  see  it,  but  the  ear 

Can  track  its  thousand  fantasies. 

Now  rippling  on  distinct  and  clear. 
Now  loud  with  petulant  little  cries ; 

I  know  that,  as  it  flows  along 

With  dancing  sand-specks  in  its  train, 
Some  stone  has  jarred  upon  its  song. 

And  turned  its  gold-motes  back  again : 

And  there  it  thrusts,  and  pants,  and  raves, 
(As  we  too  rave  o'er  little  woes). 

Till  myriad  foam-drops  fleck  its  waves 
And  gather,  whirling,  round  its  throes. 
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A  SUMMKR  DAY-DREAM. 


But  hark  !  a  ruHli,  a  fairy  cry, 
A  crash,  along  its  water-ways. 

And  all  its  rage  and  agony 

Are  drowned  in  Bongs  of  peace  and  praiwe. 

 There  comes  a  butterfly  and  flits 

To  yonder  fern-top's  dizzy  height, 

Folds  for  a  while  his  wings,  and  sits, 
Then  shakes  them,  quivering,  in  the  light, 

And  dallies  with  the  sunbeam's  kiss, 
And  shuts  his  wings,  and  opes  again. 

In  such  great  ecstacy  of  bliss 
It  almost  seems  a  throb  of  pain 

So  fair  !  so  frail  I  so  weak  !  so  strong 
For  happiness  in  little  things  ! 

So  mute  !  yet  e'en  the  voice  of  song 
Sounds  poor,  by  those  'wing-quiverings. 

Hither  and  thither,  in  and  out 
Amid  the  wilderness  of  grass, 

The  little  ants,  a  busy  rout. 
In  never-ending  concourse  pass. 

And  as  I  watched  them  hurrying  by 
With  eager  footsteps  to  and  fro, 

I  seem  to  wonder  lazil}'- 

What  mighty  passion  moves  them  so. 

Not  love,  nor  anger  ;  each  alone 
Pursues  his  independent  way  ; 

None  gather  by  some  comer  stone 
To  pass  in  scandal  half  the  day. 

Nor  see  I  in  the  varying  throng 

That  passes  and  repasses  by. 
Some  portly  insect  pace  along, 

Slow-stepped,  in  wealth's  own  dignity. 

Some  aim  directs  the  zigzagged  ways 

Of  all  the  insect  multitude  ; 
Some  business  that  allows  no  stays. 

Some  pleasure  eagerly  pursued. 

And  yet,  methinks  their  rush  of  feet 
Is  with  a  stronger  passion  rife. 

And  through  their  slender  pulses  beat 
The  dancings  of  the  joy  of  life. 


A  SUMMER  DAY-DREAM. 

In  secret  haunts  of  sweet  perfume 
To  work  or  play  the  hours  away. 

Companions  of  a  world  of  bloom. 
And  flower-shaded  from  the  day. 

To  feel  the  tangled  grasses  stirred 
With  the  cool  breeze's  soft  caress, 

And  hear,  high  up,  the  brooding  bird. 
Croon  little  notes  of  tenderness. 

And  'mid  such  scenes  as  these  to  take 
And  do  their  work,  however  small. 

For  Him  who  made  ant,  flower  and  brake 
And  loves  the  service  of  them  all. 

And  as  in  deepest  sympathy 

With  all  this  little  world  I  lie. 
The  same  strange  spell  comes  too  on  me, 
1^  And  pierces  me  with  ecstacy. 

So  great,  that  when  I  fain  would  seek 
For  words,  they  loom  up  faint  and  dim  ; 

And  well  I  ween  them  all  too  weak 

For  simplest  notes  of  Life's  glad  hymn. 

0  Lord,  omnipotent  1  how  just. 

How  stong  in  love  are  all  Thy  ways, 

Who  peoplest  e'en  a  grain  of  dust. 
And  from  such  worlds  perfectest  praise ! 
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CHILDHOOD. 


Blushes  are  now  on  the  snow 

Where  the  Western  sun  is  dying, 
And  night  comes  creeping  above  and  below, 

And  the  evening  breeze  is  sighing ; 
I  sit  by  my  little  one's  bed 

Watching  her  quiet  sleep, 
While  around  on  the  fire-lit  wall  and  overhead 

The  flickering  shadows  creep  ; 

Watching  the  blaze  that  streams 

From  the  ruddy  lips  of  the  fire, 
And  my  child  that  sleeps^  while  its  mother  dreams 

Of  her  darling  babe  and  its  sire — 
What  in  the  days  to  come. 

Shall  my  own  little  one  be  ? 
The  pride  and  the  joy  of  her  happy  home, 

And  her  God's  to  eternity  ? 

How  sweetly  the  downcast  lid 

On  the  sleeping  eye  reposes. 
And  the  bloom  of  her  cheek,  half  seen,  half  hid. 

Gleams  like  the  buds  of  roses. 
The  little  hand  is  at  rest. 

Under  the  golden  hair. 
And  the  snow-white  coverlet  over  her  breast 

Seems  scarce  with  her  breath  to  stir. 

What  does  my  baby  see. 

That  a  smile  comes  over  her  face  ? 
Does  my  pretty  one  think  of  her  father  and  me. 

And  her  little  sister's  grace  ? 
What  childish  fancy  pleases  her  now 

That  she  looks  so  sweet  and  mild, 
And  brightens  up  from  lip  to  brow. 

With  the  grave  calm  smile  of  a  child? 


CHILDHOOD. 
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A  smile,  and  nothing  more, 

Quiet  and  soft,  and  seldom  seen, 
Stealing  like  summer  breezes  o'er, 

And  leaving  the  baby  face  serene  ; 
A  ripple  upon  the  wave, 

Fading  away  in  the  joy  of  its  birth. 
And  leaving  the  water  calm  and  grave. 

In  a  beauty  not  known  by  earth. 

Is  she  not  mine,  God-given  ? 

And  now,  when  she  laughs  in  her  dreams,  I  know 
Her  angel  speaks  with  her  Father  in  heaven, 

Of  her  who  sees  Him  in  visions  below  : 
I  gaze  with  awe,  and  with  half-stayed  breath. 

For  methinke,  not  faintly  shadowed,  I  trace 
The  peace  that  I  pray  may  be  hers  till  death, 

And  the  joy  that  rests  on  an  angel's  face. 


NORTHERN^  LIGHTS. 


NOETHEKN  LIGHTS. 


Oh,  let  me  dream  for  awhile 

Under  the  winter  sky, 
Dream  of  the  light  of  a  vanished  smile, 

And  the  hope  of  a  day  gone  by  : 
Dream  of  a  lovely  face, 

And  the  grace  of  a  lovely  head. 
And  the  form  that  I  clasped  in  a  fond  embrace— ^ 

Let  me  dream  for  awhile  of  the  dead. 

Dead  !  can  it  be  I  am  here 

Whispering  this  to  my  heart  ? 
Dead  ?  and  I  have  not  one  welcome  tear 

To  soften  the  inw^ard  smart  ? 
Dead  !  and  I  cannot  pray, 

For  I  think  of  my  love  that  is  gone. 
And  the  hope  that  was  withered  in  one  short  day 

Has  blasted  my  heart  to  stone. 

What  have  I  left  but  to  dream 

Of  my  love  that  is  laid  in  her  rest. 
To  live  as  I  lived,  for  my  life's  years  seem 

But  an  empty  dream  at  the  best? 
Everything  round  is  still, 

And  white  as  a  new  made  shroud. 
From  the  snow-clad  lea  to  the  pines  on  the  hill. 

And  the  fleecy  veil  of  the  cloud. 

Here  on  the  snow  I  lie 

Seeking  a  balm  for  care. 
Looking  up  to  the  blank  of  the  sky 

And  the  blue  of  the  fathomless  air. 
Hark  I  bow  the  chill  winds  wail. 

And  sliiver  and  moan  in  their  flight, 
What  a  dc|)lJi  of  wor  in  the  sorrowful  tale 

Tbcy  tell  in  the  oar  of  night. 
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What  is  it  that  makes  them  sad  ? 

Do  they  miss  the  grace  of  the  flowers  ? 
And  sigh  for  the  time  when  their  breath  was  glad 

With  the  aweets  of  the  summer  liours. 
Ye  do  well,  chill  winds,  to  rave. 

For  the  day  of  your  brides  has  fled. 
The  earth  lies  heavy  and  cold  on  their  grave, 

They  are  dead  and  she  too  is  dead  I 

II. 

Swoon  into  sleep,  oh  Night, 

For  the  air  is  heavy  and  still. 
And  the  shimmering  glance  of  the  moonbeam's  light 

Comes  down  with  a  deadly  chil]. 
Oh  sink,  pale  orb,  in  the  west, 

Sink  down  in  the  west  till  I  see 
Her  who  lies  cold  in  her  last  long  rest. 

Waiting  alone  for  me. 
Last  eve  in  my  dreams  the  veil 

Of  the  frost-bound  earth  was  gone. 
And  I  saw  her  lying  all  cold  and  pale 

Like  an  angel  fashioned  in  stone  : 
The  glance  that  could  give  me  life 

Was  asleep  in  the  downcast  eye, 
But  the  rose  of  thy  lips,  oh  love,  oh  wife  I 

Was  bright  with  a  smile  from  on  high. 
How  sweet  was  her  calm  repose 

And  the  smile  that  told  of  Heaven, 
No  passion,  no  tear,  no  fears,  no  woes. 

But  the  bliss  of  sin  forgiven. 
I  heard  the  flakes  of  thes  now 

Fall  soft  through  the  winter  air, 
And  the  foul  worm  crawl  from  his  couch  below. 

But  I  knew  that  her  God  was  there. 

There,  in  the  silent  grave. 

Whence  everything  else  has  fled. 
Was  the  presence  of  Him  who  had  died  to  save. 

Watching  the  sleep  of  the  dead. 
There  was  the  Lord  of  Hosts 

Guarding  the  rest  of  my  sweet. 
And  Death,  with  his  conqueror's  pride  and  boasts. 

Crouched  down  at  her  Father's  feet. 
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Let  me  dream  thus  again 

Seeing  her  under  the  sward  : 
What  better  relief  for  my  heavy  pain, 

Than  to  know  her  there  with  her  Lord  ? 
Farewell  for  a  time,  dear  love, 

Methinks  I  have  much  to  learn 
For  a  strange  light  moves  in  the  heavens  above. 

And  a  voice  that  bids  me  return. 

III. 

Over  all  the  shrouded  mountain  reigns  the  death-like  calm  of  sleep 
Hushed  the  murmur  of  the  fountain,  and  the  winds  have  ceased  to  weep. 
Not  a  moan  or  voice  of  sighing  echoes  through  the  silent  night, 
And  the  western  moon  lies  dying  in  a  flood  of  silver  light : 

But  where  yonder  stars  reclining  on  their  thrones  gleam  bright  and  clear 
Strange  mysterious  rays  are  shining,  and  a  rustle  strikes  my  ear. 
Comes  a  whisper  pure  and  saintly,  as  of  angels  speaking  low, 
Comes  a  lustre  pale  and  faintly,  gleaming  o'er  the  sparkling  snow. 

Now  retreating,  now  advancing,  seeming  now  to  faint  and  die, 
Tongues  of  lambent  fire  are  glancing  o'er  the  azure  of  the  sky, 
Rustling  as  the  flags  when  nation  meeteth  nation  in  the  fight, 
Lo  !  the  wonder  of  creation  !  lo !  the  solemn  Northern  Light ! 

Once  I  heard  its  wondrous  story,  and  it  fell  upon  my  soul 
Full  of  might  and  awful  glory,  like  the  sound  where  planets  roll, 
Bearing  me  where  Jordan  poureth  down  his  waters  with  a  shout, 
And  the  palm  tree  upward  soareth,  and  the  desert  opens  out. 

Back  through  all  the  lapse  of  ages  to  the  bygone  days  of  old. 
Turning  over  Hist'ry's  pages,  rich  with  purer  wealth  than  gold. 
When  with  travel  worn  and  weary,  torn  with  many  an  anxious  pang. 
Slept  through  all  the  midnight  dreary,  he  from  whom  a  nation  sprang 

In  his  dreams  (as  I  am  dreaming)  there  he  saw  a  wond'rous  stair. 
Formed  of  waving  fire  and  streaming  through  the  regions  of  the  air, 
Thoughts  of  earth  and  heaven  blending  in  its  flood  of  loving  light, 
And  the  angel  shapes,  descending  and  ascending  through  the  night  ; 

As  he  rose  the  morn  was  breaking,  and  its  glories  bathed  his  head — 
"  God  was  with  me  till  my  waking  and  I  knew  it  not,"  he  said, 
"  God  was  near  mc  and  liroiind  inc,  and  I  heard  the  angel's  song, 
But  the  sleep  of  Earth  liad  bound  me,  and  its  chain  was  very  strong. 


NORTHERN  LIGHTS. — WORK. 


121 


But  the  dream  has  left  its  traces,  and  the  ladder  gleams  on  high 
"When  the  northern  meteor  races  o'er  the  sleeping  of  the  sky, 
And  the  souls  of  the  departed,  whispering  in  the  rustling  air, 
Speak  unto  the  broken-hearted  comfort  in  their  dull  despair. 

And  our  God  is  always  nigh  us,  nigh  in  every  time  and  spot. 
Though  his  presence  sweepeth  by  us,  and  we  dream  and  know  it  not, 
Lol  my  wife  is  in  the  Heaven,  though  her  clay  be  'neath  the  sward. 
And  the  sleep  of  earth  is  riven  in  the  Bethel  of  the  Lord. 


WOEE: 


Ever  there  goeth  up  to  the  heavens  the  same  sad  tale, — 

The  complaint  of  weakness,  seeking  relief  in  a  womanish  wail ; 

And  hearts  borne  down  in  life's  war,  with  troubles  and  griefs  opppressed, 

Send  up  the  querulous  cry  of  weariness,  asking  for  rest. 

Rest !  there  is  none  but  in  labor,  for  labor  alone  bringeth  peace ; 
And  the  mind  that  is  wearied  with  toil  hath  bidden  is  sorrows  cease. 
Away  with  the  maudlin  doctrines  they  fain  would  teach  in  schools. — 
Dreams  of  philosophers,  follies  of  women,  ravings  of  fools. 

Work  ye !  for  all  things  work, — the  greatest  as  well  as  the  small ; 
E'en  He,  the  Mighty  One,  toiled, — the  Lord  and  Creator  of  all, — 
When  through  the  gathered  darkness  of  ages  the  mandate  came. 
And  the  sun  shone  on  boiling  seas,  and  mountains  that  melted  in  flame- 

Is  there  no  other  refuge  ?    None  :  what  else  would  we  crave  ? 

Love  may  be  lasting,  or  not,  and  friendship  be  broke  by  the  grave. 

Everything  else  bringeth  sorrow, — love,  hatred,  or  hope,  or  fear. 

But  the  soul  that  lives  only  in  work,  neither  trouble  nor  woe  comethnear. 

Set  ye  to  work  with  a  will !    The  anchor  that  drags  on  the  sands 
Is  raised  by  the  cheerful  song  that  lends  strength  to  the  sturdy  hands ; 
And  the  curse  that,  when  Adam  fell,  was  first  pronounced  on  the  sod, 
^  -Sturdily  grappled  with,  yieldeth  rest, — the  blessing  of  God. 
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The  heavens  are  telling  of  Thy  glory,  Lord  ! 

The  firmament  declares  Thy  power  Most  High  I 
From  rocky  crag,  from  flovver-bestudded  sward, 

A  song  of  triumph  rings  into  the  sky  : 
A  song  that  echoes  through  the  boundless  space 
Where  angels  bow  the  knee  and  veil  the  face; 
Methinks  I  hear  it  now — 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  the  cry, 
"  Lord  God,  art  Thou," 

11. 

All  round  the  dawn  comes  blushing  from  the  sea, 

The  great  white  clouds  are  edged  with  gold  and  red 
And  still  the  flaming  daylight  silently 

Creeps  on  and  on,  and  glances  over  head. 
The  sun 

Comes  from  the  bridal  chambers  of  the  east, 
(Leaving  awhile  the  highly  favored  lands 

Where  rivers  run 
By  groves  of  spice  trees  over  golden  sands, 

Mirroring  on  their  way 
The  glory  of  the  huge  earth-shaking  beast, 

And  gorgeous  pheasants,  and  the  yellow  gleam 
Of  tawny  tigers  waiting  for  their  prey;) 

Until  his  beam 
Wakes  up  anew  from  rest 
The  towns  and  cornfields  of  the  sleeping  west. 
And  gilding  all  the  sullen  mountain  brow. 

Proclaims  Thy  praise  : 
"Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  cry  liin  rays, 

"  \jovtl  (iod,  art  Thou  V 
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III. 

He  siiiki^  to  rest,  and  over  all  the  plains 

Night  spreads  htr  dusky  mantle,  tinged  with  grey^ 
All  things  are  still,  and  solemn  silence  reigns, 
Save  where  the  moon  pursues  her  endless  way. 

The  raving  of  the  deep 
Dies  in  a  hollow  murmur,  and  the  breeze. 

Wearied  with  playing,  rocks  itself  to  sleep 

Among  the  tresses  of  the  trees  ; 
But  where  the  great  round  moon,  in  floods  of  light 
Like  molten  silver,  surges  on  the  night, 

The  angels  hear  her  song  of  praise,  and  bow 
With  reverence  as  she  sweeps  along  : 

"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  her  song, 
"  Lord  God,  art  Thou." 

IV. 

He  giveth  snow  like  wool,  and  sendeth  forth 

Hoar  frost  like  ashes  ;  and  the  crystal  spears 
Of  diamond-pointed  ice,  from  out  the  North, 

Come  at  his  mandate,  and  the  frozen  tears 
Of  Heaven  drop  down  like  morsels.    At  His  word 

They  melt  away  like  vapour,  so 

He  bloweth  with  his  winds,  and  lo  ! 
The  sparkling  rills  beneath  the  ice  interred 

Rise  from  the  dead,  and  myriad  waters  flow  : 
And  ever  as  they  rush  into  the  sea. 

From  cataract  leaping  down  the  mountain  brow 
And  little  brooks  that  babble  through  the  lea 

Still  the  same  melody  ! 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  do  they  cry, 
"  Lord  God,  art  Thou." 

V. 

Deepm  the  bosom  of  the  snow-clad  plain 
To  outward  seeming  dead. 
The  little  grain 
Hides  in  the  lap  of  Earth  its  buried  head. 

No  sounds  disturb  its  quiet:  not  the  light, 
Laden  with  life  and  heat,  can  bid  it  rise 
From  out  the  darkness  of  its  night 
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Unto  the  loving  fikies  : 
The  air 

All  chilled  and  frozen,  passes  o'er  its  tomb, 

But  comes  not  nigh,  and  yet  within  the  gloom 
Thou,  Lord,  are  there 
Watching  (for  naught  in  small  before  Thine  eyes, 

And  Thine  all  loving  care 
Is  over  all  Thy  works)  the  little  seed. 
Until  the  time  come  when  it  shall  be  freed. 
And  then 

Thou  call'stit  forth,  and  lo!  the  pale  green  blade 
Has,  having  heard  Thy  iiiandate.  Lord,  obeyed, 
And,  in  the  sight  of  men. 
Has  lifted  up  its  tender  head,  and  now 

Joins  in  the  universal  symphony, 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  the  cry, 
"Lord  God,  art  Thou." 


VI. 

And  so 

Thy  winds  come  to  it,  and  the  heavens  o'erflow 

"With  untold  riches  on  it,  dropping  down 
A  wealth  of  fatness  on  the  golden  crown 

Of  ripening  ears  that  catch  the  summer  sun, 
And  drink  in  turn  the  dews  of  eve,  until 
The  appointed  time  be  run. 
And  fertile  hill 
And  plain  are  smiling  with  the  yellow  corn  ; 
The  morn 

Gleams  on  them,  as  it  glances  on  the  sea 
That  ripples  in  the  sunlight,  and  the  night 

Brings  in  upon  the  lea 
The  full  orb'd  harvest  moon  in  floods  of  light. 

And  from  the  rugged  bough 
Of  elms  beside  the  corn,  the  robin  sings 

Thy  praise,  oh  God  of  all  created  things. 

Joining  the  melody. 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  is  the  cry, 
"Lord  God,  art  Thou." 
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VII. 

The  Heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  oh  Most  High — 
No  speech,  no  language  dwells  among  the  host 
Of  starry  worlds  that  make  in  Thee  their  boast, 
Yet  from  the  boundless  sky, 
"Where  myriad  planets  in  their  orbits  roll. 
Through'  all  the  lands 
Their  sound  goes  forth  with  power,  from  pole  to  pole, 
To  Arctic  snows  and  torrid  sands, 
Where,  when  the  fiery  day 
Dies  slowly  from  the  thirsty  sod, 
The  hungry  lions  roaring  for  their  prey 
Seek  food  from  thee,  0  God. 
The  sea 

Lifts  up  his  tossing  waves  on  high,  and  roars 

A  diapason  of  deep  melody 
With  crash  on  crash  upon  the  sounding  shores 

That  thunder  back  again 

The  never-dying  strain 
"  All  Thy  works  praise  Thee,  Earth  and  Heaven  abovt 

"  From  day  to  day,  and  hour  or  hour 
"  Give  thanks  unto  Thee  for  Thine  endless  love 

"  And  boundless  power  : 
"  All  Thy  works  praise  Thee  :  good  it  is  and  right 
"  That  we  should  laud  Thy  name  by  day  and  night, 

"  Most  Powerful  ! 

"  Most  Merciful  ! 
"  Most  Holy  Lord  !  that  through  eternity 

"  Shall  reign  when  we 

"  Shall  cease  to  be  ; 
"  Yet  till  the  time  be  come  when  we  shall  die, 

'^^  With  loving  awe  before  Thy  throne  we  bow 
"  Thrice  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,"  all  things  cry, 

"  Lord  God,  art  thou." 
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Deep  night  on  the  dreaming  sky — 

Night,  frost-struck,  sleeping  in  deadly  chill, 
No  cloud,  nor  phantom  of  mist  on  high, 

And  criep  snow  sparkling  on  vale  and  hill : 
The  great  moon  glares,  as  a  dead  man's  eye 

Gleams  in  its  passionless  winter  bound. 
The  stars  as  the  frost  comes  sweeping  by 

Shimmer  and  shake  in  the  blue  profound. 
And  the  voice  of  silence  all  around. 

Coming  from  near  and  coming  from  far, 
From  frozen  river,  and  ice  veiled  scar. 

Is  droning  into  the  listening  ear 
"  Lo  !  Death  is  here !" 

II. 

Death !  for  the  old  year  dies. 

The  sad  old  year  that  brought  us  woe ; 
Place  for  the  next !    Let  another  arise, 

And  let  the  old  year  go. 
Why  should  we  mourn  ?    He  brought  us  naught 

But  days  with  trouble  and  sorrov/  fraught. 
And  cares  that  fed  on  the  heart  within. 
And  sin. 

Let  him  go. 

III. 

Death !  for  the  old  year  dies  ! 

Toll,  oh  bells,  till  the  time  be  past, 
Ring  it  out  to  the  pitying  skies. 

The  dear  old  year  is  flitting  fast. 
The  dear,  dear  year — our  year — shall  we 

Ever  have  such  another  as  he  ? 
Orant  that  his  days  were  tempest-wild 

His  very  birth  with  sorrow  begun. 
The  Father,  because  He  loves  the  child, 

Chastenw  His  son. 
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IV. 

Oh  dear  sad  year,  and  must  we  part, 
Sad  year,  in  which  I  saw  my  love 
Mount  to  a  happier  realm  above. 
Leaving  behind  a  broken  heart 

Dear  year,  my  last  surviving  friend. 

Dear  with  her  presence,  in  her  death 
Sacred  till  I  give  up  the  breath. 

Leave  me  not.    "All  things  have  an  end." 

^'  An  end,  but  not  an  end — The  type 
Fades  in  its  season,  yet  survives, 
In  its  fulfilment — so  the  lives 

That  perish  die  when  they  are  ripe," 

"  Yet  live  by  death.    The  old  year  dies 
And  lives  in  its  successor,  so 
Ring  out,  oh  bells,  across  the  snow 

The  dead  year  born  to  happier  skies." 

Yes  !  death  is  but  a  passing  strife, 

And  deepest  night  but  brings  the  day 
Tho'  all  things  alter  and  decay. 

All  things  are  brought  again  to  life. 

And  therefore  ring  the  marriage  peal 
Of  Life  and  Death,  whose  union 
Is  blessed  by  hope,  and  brings  a  son. 

Another  year.    For  weal,  or  woe  ? 

Ring  out,  oh  new  year's  bellsj  in  trust 
Come  weal,  come  woe,  yet  what  care 
He  lives,  who  ever  reigns  on  high, 

And  He  is  merciful  and  just. 
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I  heard  a  voice  that  rang  throughout  the  night 
When  clouds  were  brooding  sadlj  over-head, 
A  voice  that  clave  the  gloom  on  waves  of  light, 
And  came  where  I  was  lain  and  shouted  "  Write, 

"  How  blessed  are  the  dead." 
All  round  I  heard  the  sobbing  of  the  trees, 

The  gloomy  pines  that  darkened  on  the  height, 
I  heard  the  wailing  of  the  mournful  breeze 
That  whispered  dirges  in  the  ear  of  night. 

And,  over  all. 
With  eyes  that  pierced  the  darkness  I  could  view 
The  tristful  waterfall, 
(For  ever  moaning  as  it  sought  the  depths  b  elow) 

Decking  its  glassy  sheet  of  blackest  hue 
With  clots  of  foam  that  gleamed  like  virgin  snow, 

Loom  like  a  maiden's  pall. 
And  while  I  wept  with  sorrow  at  the  sight 

There  came  a  voice  that  spake  to  me  and  said 

"  Rise  up  and  write 
How  blessed  are  the  Dead !" 
Far  off,  the  surging  of  the  troubled  deep 

Mellowed  by  distance  fell  upon  my  ears 
With  sounds  that  rang  like  sobs  and  heart-wrung  tears 
From  those  who  see  a  loved  one's  last  long  sleep  : 
Methinks  at  night  all  nature  seems  to  sigh. 

And  cower  to  earth,  and  speak  beneath  her  breath 
Of  that  dread  tale  that  tells  how  all  must  die. 

And  how  that  sleep  is  but  the  type  of  Death : 

Andl— 
I  too  could  weep, 
And  pour  down  dust  and  ashes  on  my  head. 

But  that  the  voices  with  resistless  might 
Cease  not,  but  come  to  where  I  lie,  and  cry 
"  Thus  saith  the  Spirit,  '  Write— 
"  How  blessed  are  the  dead  1  *  " 
Dead !  yet  we  loved  her, — Oh,  remorseless  grave ; 
That  ever  tear'st  our  priceless  gems  away. 
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If  love  be  powerless,  what  avails  to  save 

Thy  destined  prey  ? 

Firm  friend,  dear  sister,  loving  child,  pure  in  aid, 

And  fairer  than  the  fairest  flower  ; 

All  these  was  she,  and  yet  they  naught  delayed 

The  inevitable  hour. 

How  have  we  wrestled  with  our  God,  and  prayed, 

As  once  the  prophet  prayed  in  days  of  yore. 

That  He  would  listen  from  His  throne  above, 

And  leave  a  little  while  our  jjrecious  love. 

Ere  she,  too,  should  go  hence  and  be  no  more. 

Now  all  is  o'er — 

We  lose  the  light  that  gladdened  all  our  eyes. 

The  life  God  gave  to  strengthen  ours  and  bless, 

And  now  the  Spirit  comes  to  us  and  cries, 

"  Earth  has  one  angel  less 

"But  Heaven  has  one  the  more." 

I  hear  the  word. 

Blessed  are  those  that  die  in  Thee,  oh  Lord  ; 

Their  works  shall  follow  them,  but  they  shall  rest 

Where  naught  can  trouble  them  upon  Thy  breast. 

Well  hath  the  Spirit  said 

"  Write,  blessed,  blessed,  blessed,  are  the  dead 

That  die,  oh  Lord,  in  Thee." 

And  Ave, 

While  she  was  one 

Among  us  strove  with  Thee,  like  him  of  old, 

Israel's  sweet  singer,  yearning  for  his  son. 

Now  she  is  gone. 

And  lies  within  her  coffin  pale  and  cold. 

The  victory  is  won,  the  battle  o'er, 

We  strive  no  more, 

But,  bowing  to  the  ground  the  stricken  head 

All  faint  and  bleeding  from  the  desp'rate  fight. 

We  listen  to  the  spirit  saying  "  Write, 

"  How  blessed  are  the  dead  !" 

Oh  everlasting  portals  of  the  sky 

Lift  up  your  heads,  and  be  ye  swung  aside 

Ye  gates,  and  be  3^e  lifted  up  on  high. 

That  He,  the  Lord  of  Ho^ts,  ma^^  enter  in — 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  that  cumes  with  pomp  and  pride. 

And  martial  pageant,  from  his  strife  with  Sin  ; 

The  Lord  of  Hosts,  omnipotent  to  save, 
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Tlio  Lord  tliat  s(U  the  captive;  free, 

And  tears  from  Death  liin  victory, 
Ilistriiiniph  from  the  Grave. 
Lift  up  3^our  licads  ye  everlaRting  gates, 

And  be  ye  swung  asunder  far  and  wide — 
Outside  your  King,  tlic  King  of  Glory  waits 

The  King  of  Glory  conning  with  his  bride  ; 
The  King  that  rends  the  iron  chains  asunder. 

That  hears  the  crying  of  the  tortured  slave, 
That  speaks  His  will  to  Death  in  tones  of  thunder. 

That  says  *  Give  up  my  children'  to  the  grave — 
Upon  the  wind,  upon  the  wind  He  rides. 

The  blood  red-lightning  crouches  at  His  feet. 
The  clouds  of  Heaven  are  round  where  he  abides, 

Thick  clouds  of  darkness  veil  His  judgment  seat. 
The  sea  lies  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand. 

The  deep  set-mountains  tremble  at  His  nod 
His  pinions  cover  sky  and  sea  and  land. 

The  Heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  God. 
But  earth,  more  highly  favored,  boasts 

Through  anguish,  death  and  grief  and  ill. 
Her  Saviour  is  the  Lord  of  Hosts , 

Her  King,  the  King  of  Glory  still. 
What  though  our  loved  one  leave  us  here. 

To  mourn  her  loss  and  deck  her  tomb. 
Ours  is  no  sadness  dark  and  drear. 

Ours  is  no  unbelieving  gloom  ; 
He,  who  doeth  all  things  right, 

Whispers  to  the'bowed-down  head, 
'  Rise  up  and'write, 
"Blessed,  oh  Lord,  of  all  things,  are  thy  dead." 
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A  CHRISTMAS   LIFE  CAROL. 


The  long  days  come,  and  tlie  sliort  days  go, 

(Husli-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
They  come  with  snow  and  they  go  with  snow, 

Thoiigli  life  is  a  draft  of  blood  red  wine ; 
Snow-white  coverlet,  snow  on  the  hair. 

Infants  coming,  and  infants  going, 
For  each  of  His  children  joy  and  care, 

And  over  them  both  the  chill  winds  blowing. 

The  chill  winds  blowing  for  life  to  one, 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
And  after  the  summer  and  autumn  sun 

The  wintry  winds  to  wither  the  vine. 
In  winter  the  frosty  north-winds  blow 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
But  cradled  in  darkness  the  seedlings  grow. 

And  the  dead  earth  nourishes  life  divine, 

The  tender  seedlings  grow  in  the  dark, 
(Hash-a-by  babies,  babies  Mine,) 

Till  out  of  spring's  bosom  comes  a  spark, 
(For  life  is  a  draught  of  blood-red  wine) 

And  lo  !  the  heavens  are  all  aglow, 
(Hush-a-by  babies,  babies  Mine,] 

To  kiss  the  springing  leaf  out  of  the  snow. 
For  life  is  an  essence  all  divine. 

To  kiss  the  springing  leaf  out  of  the  snow, 

(Hush-a-by  babies,  babies  Mine3) 
To  sunshine  and  rain,  to  joy  and  to  woe, 
(For  life  is  a  (h'aft  of  blood-red  wine) 
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To  kiss  Kiy  I)iil)y  out  of  the  eartli, 

(II  n,-<li-;i-li)  l)!il)y,  baby  mine,) 
Into  a  new  iuid  licttci'  hirtli, 

lioiight  liy  my  (lraii,ii;lit  of  the  hlood-red  witiP. 

Int(j  the  new  and  better  birth 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
Yet  plants  have  their  se  i  ^oiis  (;f  plenty  and  deartli. 

And  death  is  tlie  nurse  of  the  Life  Divine. 
The  coverlet  melts  from  the  bai>y  face, 

(Hush-a-by  trembler,  little  one  Mine,) 
And  the  leaf  is  a  plant  that  must  run  its  race  ; 

Ah !  life  is  a  draught  of  blood-red  wine. 

Its  race  from  the  darkness  and  cold  of  earth 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
It  springs  to  the  heaven  that  gave  it  birth, 

But  life  is  a  draught  of  blood-red  wine. 
Foster-mothers  are  earth  and  air, 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  mine,) 
But  the  Father  will  send  it  joy  and  care, 

For  life  is  the  pouring  of  blood-red  wine. 

Ease  and  care,  and  pleasure  and  toil, 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine, 
Till  the  little  plant  roots  itself  in  the  soil, 

And  life  is  a  promise  of  blood-red  wine ; 
Till  summer  comes  with  its  heat  and  shower, 

(Hush-a-by  l)aby,  babj'  Mine,) 
And  the  leaf  bursts  out  into  bud  and  flower; 

And  the  grapes  are  formed  for  the  blo()<l-red  wine. 

Jjiid  and  fl<jwei',  and  h()ney-l)ecs, 

(Ah,  (;hild!  shall  thy  life  be  no  longer  Mine?) 
And  the  soft  wiinb-  wooing  it  under  the  trees, 

(Lilc  gariici-s,  yet  presses  out  the  wiiu') 
And  tbcn  the  crush  of  (be  tli  undcr-cloud — 

(Ah,  youth!     My  lilV  wis  given  lor  thine) 
And  the  weeds  lo  clioke  ii  ilial  gi'ow  in  a  crowd, 

i*'or  life  is  ach  iiJ't ol'  blood-red  wine. 
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Bud  and  tlower,  and,  after  tliem,  fruit  ; 

(Man!  niy  life  was  given  for  thine) 
Weeds  nor  storm  shall  injure  the  root 

Where  the  blood  of  life  is  the  Life  Divine ; 
Fruit  that  has  sprung  from  the  winter  snow, 

(Hush-a-hy  baby,  baby  Mine.) 
Tiirough  spring  and  summer  to  autumn's  glow, 

(For  life  is  a  draught  of  blood-red  wine). 

Autumn's  glow  on  the  great  grape-clu«ters, 

(Life  is  a  draught  of  blood-red  wine) 
And  o'er  them  the  autumn  night-wind  blusters, 

Husli-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine.) 
The  full  grapes  hang  on  tlie  the  trellis-Crosses, 

(Man!    My  life  was  given  for  thine,) 
We  see  the  gains,  shall  we  count  the  losses  ? 

(Hush-a-by,  little  one,  little  one  mine.) 

Shall  we  count  the  losses  of  mildew  and  rust, 

(Hush-a-baby,  baby  Mine,) 
When  I  come  who  am  coming  to  tread  out  the  must, 

And  press  the  vintage  to  blood-red  wine? 
Shall  we  point  with  pride  to  the  clusters  won. 

Grapes  that  grew  from  My  Life  Divine, 
Or  mourn  for  the  work  that  was  left  undone  ? 

(Hush-a-by,  trembler,  baby  Mine  ) 

Left  undone  !  and  the  winter  is  here 
(Hush-a-b}'^  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
"  Undone  !  and  behold  the  end  of  the  year. 

And  only  the  dregs  of  the  blood-red  wine 
The  fruit  is  garnered,  the  leaves  are  sere," 
(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
And  the  short  days  speed  along  dark  aud  drear  1" 
(Old  man  !  my  life  is  answer  for  Thine.) 

Dark  and  drear,  and  the  winter  snow, 

(Cling  to  Me,  l)aby,  baby  Mine,) 
But  under  its  cover  the  seedlings  grow^, 

Nestled  beneath  the  Peace  Divine  ; 
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The  si-c-irin;i;s  i^row  tliou^i'li  ye  do  not  ^oc 
Awl  the  irtddcii  lifV'  lia.s  no  earth)}' 

For  I  lie  Futhcj'         i<>  tlietii  and  to  thee, 
"  1 1  iisli-a-hy  l)abv',  haljy  Mine." 


"  Hush-a-l.aby  l.al)y,  bahy  Mine." 

So  did  she  siii;i;  in  stalilc  cold 
To  )nau,i!,c'r  cradlcil  Cliil<i  Divine, 

In  the  olden  days  that  shall  ne'er  he  old. 
So  did  the  Virgin-mother  hush 

The  Babe  who  could  see  the  blood-red  wine 
Of  the  Cross  gleam  out  in  her  cheeks'  sweet  flusli 

"Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine." 

And  thou,  who  art  drawing  near  to  thy  end, 

(Hush-a-by  baby,  baby  Mine) 
Shalt  see  the  old  and  the  new  life  blend, 

The  old  grapes  pressed  into  new-made  wine. 
See  the  cradle,  and  see  the  Cross, 

(Clasp Me,  My  baby,  baby  Mine,) 
Reckon  the  gain,  and  discard  tlie  loss. 

And  know  that  My  life  was  given  for  thine. 
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ON  MILLAIS'  PICTUKE  : 

"  DEATH  SHOOTING  FLAMING  ARROWS  BY  NIGHT  INTO  A  WALLED  CITY." 


Tlio  city  is  fenced  all  round,  and  the  sentinel  paceth  the  wall, 
"  Naugiit  shall  enter,"  saitli  he,  "  be  it  for  good  or  for  ill  ;" 

But  the  joys  and  griefs  of  life  come,  as  their  wont  is,  to  garret  and  hall, 
For  the  archer  outside,  as  he  ever  hath  shot,  is  shooting  still. 

No  cuinnion  archer  is  he,  and  his  bow  is  a  bow  of  might; 

Daintily  grim,  as  he  stands,  his  bones  are  easily  seen ; 
But,  daintily  grim  as  he  stands,  his  arrows  are  arrows  of  light, 

And  blaze  not  with  earthly  wrath,  but  with  Heaven's  own  mercy,  I  ween. 

We  make  a  bugbear  of  Death,  and,  lo !  we  cry  out  on  Life ! 

Naught  will  suit  us,  it  seems  ;  we  wish  to  die,  and  yet  live! 
We  sigh  for  Death's  tleshless  ease,  yet  we  cling  to  Life's  fleshly  strife, 

And  God  gives  us  both  our  wishes,  as  only  His  love  can  give. 

For  lo !  in  His  infinite  wisdom  and  pity.  He  reconciles  both. 

Makes  Life  the  one  road  to  Death,  and  Death  Life-eternal's  gate. 

We  fence  ourselves  in  'gainst  His  mercy,  to  live  or  die  equally  loth. 
But  His  love  will  not  be  denied,  and  the  archer  hits  sooner  or  late. 

There,  in  the  dark  night  of  man,  all  gruesome  and  laidly  he  stands. 
Guarded  against,  and  watched,  and  recognized  only  as  foe, 

But  God  gives  His  light  to  the  arrows  that  rush  from  His  angel's  hands,- 
And  makes  us  a  friend  of  our  foeman,  and  sets  our  darkness  aglow. 

And  still  as  the  archer  shooteth,  the  pilot  steereth  no  more. 
And  the  vessel  of  life  is  left  to  the  guidance  of  other  hands ; 

Good  need  that  it  should  be  so,  for  she  neareth  another  shore. 
And  the  land  that  gives  her  a  haven  is  not  among  earthly  lands. 


ON  MILLAIS'  PICTURE. 


The  revellers  Hit  at  the  banquet,  and  round  them  gathers  the  niglit, 
Little  reck  they  of  the  bowman  that  stands  out  there  in  the  glooin. 

Yet  better  for  them  than  the  music,  tlie  perfumes,  the  winefi,  and  the  light. 
Is  the  bolt  of  the  laidly  archer  that  stays  their  joy  with  his  doom. 

What!  hath  he  stricken  the  brain,  and  the  animal  pleasures  of  life, 
And  aimeth  again ? — at  what?    0,  archer  !  thou  aimest  at  Love  ! 

Yet  strike,  since  God  bids  thee  strike,  at  the  breast  of  husband  and  wife, 
And  fail,  tliough  thou  pierce  the  heart..  Love  lies  with  the  Throne  alx)ve. 

But  ever  the  sentinel  paceth  his  rounds,  and  crieth,  "All's  well;" 

He  marks  not  the  flaming  bolts  that  speed  on  the  mission  of  Death, 
Yet  he  stumbles  upon  the  truth,  and  the  toll^of  the  funeral  bell 

Proclaims  unto  Heaven  and  Earth  tliat  it  is  as  the  sentinel  saith. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  D'ASSAT. 


The  night  was  come,  and  the  moon  looked  down 
Through  the  struggling  clouds  on  the  sleeping  town. 
An  hour  ago,  and  a  noisy  throng 
Hustled  the  roaring  streets  among: 
All  day  their  echoing  pulses  had  stirred 
To  song  and  laughter  and  jesting  word, 
Now  they  lay  in  the  silvery  light 
Silent,  and  empty,  and  lone  as  night. 

The  last  keen  bargain  was  closed,  the  kiss 

Left  its  last  lingering  taste  of  bliss. 

The  last  good-night  and  the  last  low  prayer 

Had  sped  through  the  waves  of  the  closing  air ; 

The  great  bell  up  in  the  belfry-tower 

Had  long  ago  clanged  for  the  day's  last  hour. 

And  fainter  and  fainter  the  sentinel 

Droned  out  his  cuckoo-cry,  "All's  well !" 

Beyond  the  walls  in  the  deepening  shades 

A  soldier  was  pacing  the  forest  glades. 

Little  he  dreamed  of  beat  of  arms. 

Of  foemen  near,  or  of  war's  alarms, 

Yet  he  thought  of  her  who  had  sent  him  to  fight 

For  the  cause  of  his  God,  and  his  country's  right, 

And  he  felt  his  heart  within  him  burn 

Ashe  coupled  the  names,  "Elaine"  and  "Auvergne." 

A  voice  in  his  ear,  as  a  nervous  hand 
Plucked  from  his  grasp  the  half-drawn  brand, 
*'  Silence  1  a  motion,  a  word,  a  breath 
Seals  the  warrant  of  instant  death  !" 
Round  him  from  under  the  gloomy  trees 
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Clusti'!'  Ilic  !'(>c  llk'c  swariDH  of  l)eeH, 

And       iiKioiibciLiiis  sliiver  awhile  ere  tliey  res 

On  the  l)lne-blji(;k  bayonets  i)oise<l  at  lii.s  br(^i.st 

Lond  and  cdcMi'  as  tlic  bn^rlc's  ])lare 
Kang  ont  his  words  on  the  st;irtlc(I  air  : 
"Ho,  sentinels  on  the  walls!  what,  ho! 
Arm,  arm  A  n vciviiic  !  'tis  tlie  foe,  the  foe  " 

 Tramp  of  men,  and  tlie  trumpet's  call, 

And  the  watch-tires  blazing  along  the  wall, 

And  the  deep-mouthed  caimon  spoke  out,  "All's  well! 

Auvergne  is  ready."    So  d'Assat  fell. 


CHAMPAGNE  CHAELIE. 


The  wind  is  sighing,  the  leaves  are  flying, 
Low  in  the  west  the  sun  lies  dying, 
The  birds  are  fled,  and  the  flowers  are  dead. 
And  the  evening  mists  gather  overhead; 

Far  on  the  verge  of  the  western  sky. 

Tranced  in  bliss,  bathed  in  light. 
Purple  and  gold  are  the  clouds  that  lie 
Waiting  their  death  from  night; 
The  witch-elms  sob,  and  the  great  pines  throb. 
And  the  maples  shower  their  tears  of  blood, 
For  the  year  is  sere,  and  the  earth  is  drear. 
And  its  glories  gone  like  a  summer  flood. 

The  Past  hath  tears,  and  the  Present  fears 
As  tlie  Future  terror  more  plain  appears, 
Behind  us  a  gr:i,ve  lies  closed,  before 
A  grave  lies  yawning;  wilJi  open  door; 

"Down  on  the  banks  wliei-e  the  gi';ipe-\'inea  glow," 

So  iiife  sung  when  the  year  \va,s  young, 
"  Pnrple  a-nd  gold  ai-e  (Jie  gi-a,pes  [grow" — 
A  curse  on  hei' lying  tongue! 


CIIAMrAGNE  IIARLlt! 


129 


Fool    for  sncn  gold  to  be  boniilit  and  so 
For  hopes  to  be  blastcil,  ami  friends  ^rro  wn  ^o 

For  the  wear  a.id  tear  of  struggle  and  care, 
And  the  pitiless  life-.streani  flowing — where? 

Yet  still  to  the  beat  of  Youth's  flying  feet 
The  swift  waltz-pulses  throb  clear  and  sweet, 
But  under  the  air  so  glad  and  fair 
The  time-notes  sigh  with  the  soul's  despair; 

"  Down  by  the  banks  where  the  yew-trees  grow. 

Woe  is  me  !  ob,  woe  is  nie  ! 
Purple  and  crimson  and  gold  must  go 
Down  to  the  endless  sea. 
The  days  speed  on,  and  the  years  are  gone, 

And  the  mists  rise  up  from  the  unseen  shore, 
Youth's  dreams  are  fled,  and  its  hopes  are  dead, 
To  be  raised  up — nevermore !" 
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If  that  mine  eyes  were  founts  vv^hose  endless  streams 

Flowed  through  the  ages,  could  they  wash  away 

The  stain  of  my  dire  pollution?     Yet  methought 

In  earlier  days  they  would,  and  wept — alas. 

My  tears  were  like  the  well  whose  bitterness 

Mocked  our  forefathers  at  the  halting  place 

Of  March,  on  the  confines  of  the  land 

Of  sin — dead  waters — powerless  to  heal, 

Whose  brightness  was  the  splendor  of  the  snake 

That  hides  the  venom.    Still,  e'en  now  I  weep 

Dry  tears  of  anguish,  seen  by  none  save  Him 

Who  sees  all  things — All  things?    Why  then  He  sees 

My  spirit  foul  and  rotten  to  the  core, 

A  dwelling-place  for  devils.    Oh,  my  life  ! 

Where  shall  I  go,  and  whither  shall  I  flee? 

What  is  there  for  me,  wretched  one,  to  do 

Save  to  leave  life  ?  

 If  that  were  but  the  end, 

Or  if  the  end  were  but  the  endless  fire 

That  never  dies  !    Pd  welcome  every  flame, 

If  haply  one  might  burn  away  my  filth, 

And  leave  me  through  the  long  eternity 

Pure  in  the  midst  of  torrents,  and  alone 

To  bear  them  ;  one  weak  woman  to  endure 

'J^he  terrors  of  the  Almighty — for  I  know 

My  sin,  and  know  that  it  is  just  and  right. 

Being  thoroughly  sinful,  to  be  thoroughly  scourged. 

But  neither  fire  nor  water  can  avail 

To  cleanse  me ;  Death,  nor  Hell  itself,  give  back 

My  pure  white  soul,  nor  take  me  from  that  self 

That  is  not  self ;  but,  being  what  it  is, 

I  loathe  and  shudder  at. — There  is  no  hopel 

I  know  the  meaning  of  the  ser])ent  now, 
Wlio  i>i-oiiiiK(Ml  Eve  that  eating  of  the  fruit 
She  too  slioiild  be  as  (jod,  distinguishing 
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The  evil ;  for  I  see  my  very  self 

Beneath  the  lustre  of  the  silks  and  glow 

Of  jewels  and  the  perfumed  crown  of  liowers, 

And  know  that  if  a  four-weeks'  corpse  should  burst 

The  torn  I)  ;uid  seat  itself  beside  me,  it 

It  were  fairer  to  behold  and  fitter  guest 

Amid  the  festival  and  revelry 

Of  living  things  than  I.    My  laughter  rings 

'Midst  other  laughter  like  the  sound  of  sobs 

In  charnel  houses,  and  my  voice  in  songs 

Is  (to  my  hearing)  like  the  cries  of  those 

Who  cut  themselves  in  tombs.    The  very  air 

Is  tainted  when  it  touches  me  ;  the  sky 

Grows  livid  at  the  sight  of  me  ;  the  earth 

Turns  to  foul  ooze  and  slime  beneath  the  feet 

Of  me,  the  plaything  of  the  vile,  the  scorn 

And  loathing  of  the  pure,  within  whose  soul 

Seven  devils,  each  one  filthier  than  the  last. 

Work  all  uncleanness.    No!  there  is  no  hope! 

Where  shall  I  turn  ?    Whichever  way  I  look 
Lies  madness.    Nay !  I  dare  not  look  behind 
Nor  call  the  past  before  me,  and  the  ghosts 
Of  murdered  Purity.    I  am  not  fit 
To  think  upon  my  mother,  or  myself 
That  played  about  her,  or  my  father's  head 
Wearing  the  snowy  crown  of  upright  age. 
I  slew  all  these  ;  yet  if  I  called  them  up 
Their  eyes  would  be  so  full  of  pitying  love 
I  could  not  bear  them  ;  I  am  all  unused 
To  gentleness  or  pity ;  there  is  none 
In  all  this  world  to  touch  my  appealing  hand 
As  if  it  were  a  sister's — none  to  speak 
As  to  a  woman,  none  to  offer  help 
As  to  a  human  being  in  the  toils. 
My  way  is  fenced  about  and  hedged,  and  men. 
Pure  and  impure,  stand  sentinels  around 
Lest  I  should  leave  it — No !  there  is  no  hope ! 

And  if  I  look  before  me,  what  remains 
But  endless  living  and  companionship 
With  things  unclean  as  I  am  ?    Even  now 
My  brain  reels  with  the  load  of  filth  I  bear; 
What  will  it  be  in  the  long  years  to  come  ? 
Will  it  endure,  or  will  it  weary  out. 
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And  leave  me  to  unreanoning  conscionsiie.s.s 
And  self-oWivion — No  !    I  know  full  well 
^Twould  leave  me  horror-stnick  and  devil-njad, — 
A  thing  still  fouler — No !  there  is  no  hope  ! 

Who  have  tliey  there  ?    My  modest  matron  ?  She 
That  passed  me  in  the  street  the  other  day 
With  half-averted  face  and  scornful  eyes, 
And  shuddering  tucking-in  of  dainty  skirts 
Lest  I  should  touch  her; — Brought  to  light  at  last 
And  taken  to  the  stoning.    Men  I  be  merciful — 
She's  but  a  child,  and  when  we  women  love 
We  are  so  weak,  and  yet  so  iron-strong. 
Weak  to  resist,  and  mighty  to  endure. 
And  dare  all  things  for  love,  e'en  death  and  hell. 
They  heed  me  not!    Yet  stay  :  the  road  they  take 
Leads  to  the  temple.    What  new  thing  is  this? 
I  have  not  been  there  since  I  fell — perhaps 
Some  new  atonement  has  been  found  for  i^in, 
And  I,  too,  may  be  cleansed — I'll  go  with  them. 

Am  I  awake  ?    I  saw  amidst  the  crowd 

Of  faces,  dark  with  judgment.  Him  they  call 

The  Nazarene  :  a  sad,  calm  face  that  smote 

The  multitude  to  silence,  as  His  eye 

Fell  on  accusers  and  accused.    No  word 

He  spake,  but  stooping  wrote  upon  the  ground 

As  though  He  heard  them  not:  they  clamouring  still 

To  have  Him  judge  something—!  heard  not  w^hat 

He  said,  whereat  the  gathered  circle  broke 

And  out  they  went  with  cowering  looks,  and  air 

Of  conscience,  till  the  mighty  place  was  void 

Of  all  save  Him  and  her,  and  then  I  caught 

The  words — "  I  judge  thee  not;  go,  sin  no  more," — 

Yet  that  He  had  tlie  power  to  judge  I  feel ; 

That  He  has  power  to  pardon  I  have  seen. 

Go,  sin  no  more?"    Is  there  indeed  a  hope 
For  me ?    I'll  go  to  Him.    But  how  to  tell 
To  that  pure  soul  my  own  impurity, — 
How  meet  the  clearness  of  those  sinless  eyes  ? 
When  bowed  before  His  feet,  what  shall  1  say? 

Oh,  that  mine  eyes  were  very  founts  whose  strea)u8 
Of  l)lessed,  blessed  tears  might  flow  for  aye, 
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Dear  Lord,  upon  Thy  feet;  that  day  and  night, 
With  face  low  laid  in  dust,  my  happy  hair 
Might  brush  those  tears  away;  that  all  niy  lifo, 
Drawn  out  through  endless  ages,  might  he  Thine 
To  do  and  suffer  for  Thee  what  Thou  wilt! 
Oh,  honored  earth,  whereon  Thy  footsteps  are, 
Oh,  honored  dust,  that  overspreads  Thy  feet, 
Oh,  happy  I,  that  lie  before  them,  cleansed 
And  pure,  pure,  pure,  so  that  I  touch  Thee,  Lord, 
Dear  Lord,  and  bring  no  taint  or  spot  to  Thee. 
Dear  Lord,  whatever  others  deem  me,  not  to  Thee 
Who  art  all-pure,  the  only  Son  of  Grod. 


ON  THE  WATERS. 


Methought  I  stood  by  a  granary  stored 
From  floor  to  roof  with  tlie  yellow  hoard. 
Maize  and  barley  and  oats  and  whent 
Lay  like  the  sands  of  the  sea  at  my  feet, 
Oats  and  barley  and  wheat  in  sheaves 
Glimmered  high  up  among  the  eaves 
And  whilst  my  heart  grew  glad  at  the  yield 
A  voice  came  unto  me  "Look  at  the  field.'' 

I  turned,  and  lo,  by  my  very  side 
Thundered  and  raved  a  troubled  tjde, 
Hurrying  over  the  fertile  land 
Rock  and  pebble  and  tree  and  sand^ 
And  ever  would  rise  from  the  depths  a  cry 
The  shriek  of  the  wild  floods  agony* 
And  the- voice  came  to  me  again  and  said. 
Cast  from  the  granary  "  Lord!  it  is  bread  : 
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Early  and  late  un\v;LV(;rin'4  toil 
Plou<>"liC(l  and  sowed  and  harrowed  the  Hoil, 
CeasclcHs  care  and  labor  untold 
Watclied  and  garnered  the  crop  of  gold, 
And  now  shall  I  throw  aw^ay  in  scorn 
That  which  I  wearied  for  night  and  tnorn, 
The  stay  of  my  life?    "  Who  gave  it  thee ? 
Cast  out  thy  bread  on  the  hungry  sea." 

On  to  that  hopeless  tide  I  poured 

The  golden  wealth  of  my  gathered  hoard.,. 

Barley  and  oats  and  wheat  in  sheaves, 

And  the  maize  half  hid  in  its  unshocked  leaves; 

Awliih  o  1  (he  waters  muddy  and  rank 

They  gleamed,  then  whirled  in  eddies  and  sank 

Till  never  a  eingle  grain  was  left, 

And  the  granary  stood  all  widowed  and  reft. 

The  helds  lie  buried  beneath. flood, 
Choked  with  a  refuse  of  sand  and  mud, 
And  swept  with  destruction.    Ah  !  never  more 
Shall  I  plough  and  sow  and  harrow  them  o'er  ; 
Alas  for  the  hard-won  spoils  of  the  plain  ! 
Ah  !  pitiful  waste!    Ah  !  labor  in  vain  ! 

Thou  shall  see  it  again."  Lord!  when  will  that  be 
"  Be  it  soon  or  late  what  is  it  to  thee  ?' 

And  lo  !  as  I  looked  on  the  water's  roll 

Every  wave  was  a  human  soul, 

Borne  along  on  the  river  of  lif 

Craving  and  guilt  stained  and  rent  with  strife  ; 

(Jrying  aloud  to  the  Father  above 

For  food  and  mercy  and  peace  and  love; 

And  I  saw  among  tlicm  the  seed  corn''lie  :. 

Th(!  words  and  the  deeds  of  sympatliy. 

Once  more  the  voice  came  nmto  me,  Cast,"' 
liord  !  I  liave  thrown  in  unto  the  last! 
'■^  N;iy,  loolc  !"  and  behold  iny  garner  was  full 
Of  giii,in  ill  the  e;u',  ami  coi'ii  in  the  hull  , 
For  tiic  seed  I  had  sown  had  taken  root, 
In  the  midst  of  tlu;  watei-s,  and  borne  its  fruit) 
And  the  waves  had  liroiiglit  !(•  me  b.-iek  again 
All  hiindi'cd  loM  of  llf  g(M.<llv  ;;T;un. 


